ROPE 


The setting of the story is 
in an apartment high up in 
the East Fifties. 


The action of the story is 
continuous; there sre no 
time lapses of any kind. 


an CHARACTERS 


“(as they appear) 


BRANDON is in his early twenties, tell and of a striking 
appearance. This is more then mere good looks, more 
than his lithe, athletic frame, more than his expensive- 
ly perfect clothes. He hes the cool, calm sureness 
of someone who has always had money, position and 
the self-certainty that whatever he does is the right 
thing to 60. His charm, his good manners, his ep~ 
perance, his socially facile tongue would make him 
eminently likeable if it were not for the evidence 
of extreme egoism.ané the obvious touch of arrogance. 
More, there is a feeling of carefully controlled 
intensity, brutality almost; a feeling that Brandon 
is someone to fear. And actually, he is ~- because 
Bre ‘don is psychopathic. . 


PHILLIP is neurotic and the weaker of the two. He is 
tall, too, but younger than Brandon snd better 
looking. His face, his bocy, his whole physical 
peing spells sensitivity. Despite his weakness, he 
is very likeable because of a natural, boyish charm. 
Inherently, however, Phillip wants to be and needs 
to be dominatec. He tries to resist this, tries to 
resist his quick and rather extreme chances of mood. 
But it is difficult for him to be facile and glib, 
sore difficult to control and conceel his feelingse 
His defense is to withdraw into himself, to drink or 
to play the piano. He has a good musical talent but 
he is £0 unsure of himself, besically, so frightened 
that his eventual defeat is inevitable. 


ERS. WILSON'S age is anyone's guess but she is certainly 
past fifty, long past. Her arms and legs are 
cigarette-thin, her hair is frizzy and hennaed and her 
cheeks are spotted with the wrong shace of rousee She 
ja myopic ard, unfortunately, must wear very thick 
glasses. She speaks very quietly and softly to suit 
the role ahe han choson for herself; hostess of any 
house in which she is employed, Any party is her 
perty, anyone's business da her business. She is also 
a mistress of the non-sequitur and given to rather 
coy smirking. For all this, ahe has a genuine 
fondness for her employers anc feels like a mother 


to them. 


eee eeeaten cameras . 
ec : 


KENNETH is.a healthily attractive Princeton unier- 
gracuatee He is not overly bright but is extremely 
sweet and immediately likeable. Ordinarily, he is 
high apirited and cheerfully at ease; Brandon, 
however, makes him feel uncomfortable. His back- 

| ground of tutors, prep school and Princeton have given 

him manners and self-possession. He is neither gauche 

nor shy, and though he does not possess wit himself, 
he is appreciative of it in others. He is sensitive 
to other people's feelings and very respondent to 
them. 


_. JANET 1s two or three years older than the boys and very 
attractivee She is slightly over-chic in the manner 
of girls who work for magazines like Vogue ~ which 
she doeSy Her speech haf the mannerisms end orna- 
mentetions of cafe society and so does her mannere 
Her family was almost 400 and had money until just 
about the time she entered her teens. Consequently, 
she now belongs neither to the class she is actually 
in nor the class she wants to be in. This hes left 
her with a feeling that she must be gay and amusing 
to pay her way into society end she works hard at ite 
She would like very muck to relax and be what she 
really is: a rether nice, simple girl whose standarda 
are a bit off but who is fundamentelly good. 


MR. KENTLEY is a wealthy, middle-aged gentleman with quiet 
charm and humor. He has great pride in his son and 
is intelligent and alert. His age and a neurotic wife 
(who decided to. bz practically bedridden a few yeara 
back) have combined to force him into collecting first 
editions, This preoccupation, plus his desire to live 
within himself and his general trust in people of his 
class mar his perceptivity. Thus, he is blind to 
Brandon's real nature and to the implications of his 
son's disappearances 


MRS, ATWATER, his sister-in-law, is an imposing if fatuous 
womane She is elegantly over-dressed and has a curious 
speech which she evidently believes is high society: 
an elmost petulant, childlike drawl with affected 
English overtones. Mrs. Atwater comes from another 
city and is on one of her ennual visits to New Yorke 
She adores perties and, this year, astrology. She is 
about as observant as the dead and 1s intensely inter 
ested in herself, It is cleer, however, that she ta 
very warm-hearted and thus, she is very likeabls. 


RUPERT CADELL.would be the most outstanding person in 
almost any room. He is in his middle-thirties, 
tall, grey at the temples and, as result of the 
last war, walks with a slight limp, He is distinguish- 
ed in appearance, manner and thought. His clothes 
are not new but are impeccable and somehow seem better 
than anyone else's, He manages to convey the romantic 
feeling of another era and 4f you met him, you would 
immediately want him to like you. At the same time, 
however, you would sense the existence of a wall of re- 
eerve which you vould know you would not be lucky 
enough to break through. He 4s completely self-possess~ 
ed and elegantly detached. His manners are beautiful, 
his speech is eloquent and his tongue can be sharpe 
Yet he has such charm and humor (and a smile) that 
you cannot really be sure vhether he means the extrem 
ideas he propounds or whether he is joking. Just as 
you cannot really be sure whether Rupert is essen- 


¢ 


tially good or essentially evile 


NG HOUS 


SPSCIAL LIC 


When the action of the story commences, we 
see through the large studio window the roofs of 
cross-town Manhattan. We are facing a Vesterly 
direction, When this panorama is revealed for 
the first time the sun is just beginning to lower, 
The light is bright yellow, then as the action : 
continues we see the sun beginning to set and the 
clouds in the sky take on deeper colors, This 
light change continues as ths clouds move across 
the sky and finelly, when the sun has gone done, 
we get the strong afterglow. About this time, 
verious neon signs have begun to appear, start- 
ing in the fer distance end, as the action of 
the play goss on, the ones'necrer to us begin 
to light up end clinsciically a large neon sign 
begins to light up the whole room. This sign 
is not sen throuch the big window at the back, 
but comes from two side windows which face a 
narrow side street. 


ROPE 


THE SCREEN is filled with rope? a huge close-up 
of two crossed strands of ordinary window sash cord. 
Slowly, the C..NERA begins-to move away. The rope is 
biting into flesh, is being pulled tighter around a 
young, male throat. The head, twisting back in tha 
almost darkness, is difficult to aee. The hands hold~ 
ing the ends of the rope ere clearer: two strong, 
gloves, male hands. d : 7 


Now there is a chokod, gargling gasp and, as the 
CAMERA continues to retreat, we can see three sil- 
houettes against the broad, high window which 1s cur- 
tained to shut out the daylight. There are three 
young men; one, the killor; another, the victim; 
the third, the accessory who is holding the victim's 
arms{ There is a last slight twist - and the victim's 
head snaps to one side, his body slumps. A pause; 
nothing, no movement. Vaguely, from the strect outside, 
comes a child's voice calling: "Hey, Mick-ey, come on!" 
Inside the room, there is suspended breath, then a 
long exhala and the accesscry speaks ~ softly: 


BRANDON: 
Open Ateeces , 


He takes hold of tha body as the other, Phillip, 
lets go of the rope. A moment, then Phillip leans 
forward and opens ths lid of a large cheat, ‘There is 
a slirht sound (not a creak) as the lid is raised up. 
Phillip ateps back and takes the body by tha feet. 
Together they lift and lower it into tha chest. 
Imnzdiately, Phillip slams the lid down and sits on. 
the chest, hunched forward, breathing quickly. 


THE CAMTRA KOVES IN until the sereen is fillad 
with the top of tho chest, Phillip sitting on it 
and Brandon standing by him. frandon slowly straight- 
enS up. He takes two long, decop, triumphant braaths, 
almost growing in heights Than he leans out of scena 
to a lamp and switchea it one 


: PHILLIP: 
Donttt : 


Brandon switches off the lamp, stands quiat a 
second. Thens- 


BRANDON: 
(softly) ; 
Wetve got to see if there's anything--~ 


PHILLIP: 
I know. But - not just yet,-Let's 
stay this way for a minute. 


Brandon hesitates, then takes out a gold cigar- 
ette cese, clicks it open, takes out a cigarette and 
lights it with a gold lighter, In the brief flare of 
the flame, we sce that he wears soft sucde gloves.e 
He goes to Phillip and hands him the cigarette. Phil- 
lip, too, wears gloves. Then Erandon takes out an- 
othor cigarette ahd lights it for himself. 


BRANDON: 
Fhillip,.we don't have too much time. 
(no answor) 
Itts the darknoss that's got ‘you down. 


He crosses to the large window, Phillip romains 
in fege . : 


BRANDON: ; 
Nodody sver feels really safe in the dark. 
(chuckling) 
Nobody who was over a child, that ises. 
I'll open these, all rignt? 
(no answer, but he opens the 
curtains anyway) 
There. That's much better. 


Late afternoon sun floods the whole room and wo 
can seo that it is large and is expensively furnished 
in unorthodox but extremely good taste. There are 
three essential pieces in the room; the chest, & 
grand piano and a liquor table. A big window takes 
most of one wall; beyond it, a panorama of midtown 
Manhattan. In ‘tho right wall are two smaller windows. 
From the stroot below como occasionel sounds of 
traffic, of children, etc. 


As Brandon turns from the window and smiles 
across to Phillip, wo can, for the first time, see 
both of them clearly. Thsy are in their early twen- 
ties, good looking, woll drosaed, Their coloring is 
difforent but their contrast is in mannor and charac- 
ter, as much as in physical appearance. Brandon hes 
an easy, careless charm which serves, uspally to 
cover his cold superiority and arrogance. He is a 
rather glib, cultured egomaniac and is psychopathic. 
Phillip is neurotic and thus, woaker. He is naturally 
more boyish and is given to quick and extremo changes 
of mood = up and down, volatils and withdrawn, sensi- 
tive and sarcastic. He is risithor as glib, as bril- 
liant, nor as poisod as Brandon. He drinks heavily. 
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At this moment, he is sitting motionless on the 
chest, not smoking the cigarette in his gloved hand, 
Brandon opens a section of the window and starts to 
take off his gloves with a smile. 


: BRANDON: 
What a lovely evening! 
(coming to Fhillip) 
A pity we couldn't have 
done it with the curtains openness 
in the bright sunlighte oe 


A look at the chest, then he takes Phillip's 
gloves off-for him : 


BRANDON: 
Well.-.eyou can't have everythingse, 
and we did do it in daytimeers. ' 
All right now, Phillip? ua 


‘ PHILLIP: 
Yes. 


BRANDON: 
Good, ..You'd better put these away, 


He hands both pairs of gloves to Phillip. With 
an almost mechanical obedience, Phillip takes the 
gloves, gets up and then looks about for a hiding 
place. Brandon picks up the look, then sees the desk 
between the two windowse 


THE CAMERA PULLS BACK and opens up the scene, 


BRANDON: 
Put them in my checkbook drawer, 
Behind that metal box, 


As Phillip does so, Brandon humming @ bright 
little tune, goes to the side windows and opens cure 
tains then to a small table by an armchair, which 
someone. has obviously been sitting in. He bumps up 
the cushions and picks up a highball glass, 


; BRANDON? 
You know, this. is a museum piece noW. 
We really should preserve it for pose 
teritye.eexcept it's such good crystal 
cand I'd hate to break up the sete 

(holding up the glass) 

Out of this, David Kentley had his 
last drink. It should've been ginger” 
ale. Or even beer. I've always felt 


— es _out—of characterfor David to _ eae otal 


drink anything.as corrupt as whi skey, 


He moves as 


reid 


: PHILLIP: 

(tensely) 
Out of character for him to be 
murdered, to0._ 


BRANDON: 
(laughs) . 
Yes, wasn't it? Good Americans 
usually die young on the battle= 
field, don't they? 
(he is beginning to 
enjoy himself now and 
rattles on, stuttering 
slightly in his happy 
excitement) 
Well,’ the Davids of this world 
merely occupy space. Which is why 
he was the perfect victim for the 
perfect murder...of course, he was 
a Harvard undergraduate. That 
might make it justifiable homicide. 
(he laughs at his joke, 
then looks up) 


PHILLIP: 
He's dead and we've killed hin.: 
But he's still hered 


BRANDON: 
In less than eight hours, he'll be 
resting gently but firmly at the 
bottom of a lakes 


PHILLIP: 
Meanwhile he's heres 


though to bend down to the.chest. 


BRANDON: 
What are you doing? 


_. PHILLIP: 
It's not locked. 


a BRANDON: 
All the better] It's much more 
dangerous.,.Anyway, the lock's 
too olds It won't works : 


: PHILLIP: 
I-wish it-would, I wish we had him out 
of here. I wish he were somebody else» 


« 


BRANDON: 
Itts a trifle late for that, don't _ 
you think? Whom would you have pre< 
ferred? Kenneth? : 


es narrates 
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: PHILLIP: 

I don't know, I suppose anyone was 

as good = or as bad as any other, 
(suddenly looking at Brandon 

You perhaps. : 
(a pause. They look dir~ 
ectly at each other) 

You scare me. You always have. From, 

that very first day in prep school. 

Part of your charm, I suppose. | 
(suddenly smiling 

Itm only kidding, Brandon. I obviously 

can't take it as well as you e0...1'm 

turning on you a little, 


BRANDON: 
(quietly) 
That's rather foolish, isn't it? 
She PHILLIP: 
Yes. Very. Fs 
: (he starts for the drink 
table, stops, and turns 
to Brandon 
May I...have a drink now? 


BRANDON: 
By ell means! This is an occasion. 
It calls for champagne. 


PHILLIP: 
Champagne J 


BRANDON: 
I've put some in the icebox, 


The CAMERA MOVES IN until they are both in.Medium 


It follows them across the room, across the 
hallway, and allows them to get ahead as they move 
through the dining room toward the 'itchens 


PHILLIP: 
When did you put it there, Brandon? 


BRANDON: Been 
Ohee. just before David arrived, 


PHILLIP: 
You were. certain it would come off, 
weren't you? 


BRANDON: (gaily) 
Of course} You know I'd never do ai)< 
thing unless I did it perfectly. I've 
always wished for more artistic talent 
eebut murder can be an art, tod, The 
power to kill can be as satisfying @ 
the power to create. : 


: 6. 

He. pushes open and jams the ewinging door of the 
kitchen and goes to the icebox. He takes out a bottle | 
of champagne and turns to Phillip who has followed, 
During following, he also tests the temperatura of the 
champagne. 


BRANDON: 
Phillip, @o you realize we'vo actually 
dono it? Exactly as we planned!. Not 
a eingle infinitesimal thing has gone 
wrong. It was perfect} 


: PHILLIP: 
Yos. 


BRANDON: 
An immaculate murder. We'vo killed 
for tho eake of danger and for tho 
sake of killing. And we'ro alive, 
Truly and wonderfully alive! 
' (going into the dining _ 

room now, Phillip 

following) 
Phillip, even champagne isn't oqual 
to us or the occasion! 


PHILLIP: 
I'll take it, though. 


THE CAMDRA PULLS BACK to revoal the dining table 
is laid out for a buffet party. Brandon takes two 
glasses from thoso on tho table. 


BRANDON: 
You'ro not frightoned enymore, 
ars you? ‘ 
(opening the bottle) 
You can't really have fear, Noithor 
of us can, That's the differenoe 
betweon us end tho ordinary man, 
Phillip. They talk about committing 
the perfect crime. But nobody doos 
it. Nobody commits a murdorees 


He is having troublo with the cork. Phillip 
takes the bottle. 


; PHILLIP?" 
Horo. : 


BRANDON: 
(going right on) 
= juet for tho experimont of committing 
it. Nobody excopt us. 
(tho bottle is oponcd) 
You're not frightened anymoro, aro you, 
Phillip? os 


Te 


PHILLIP: 
(pouring out tho wine) 
Noe 
BRANDON: 
(a smile) : 
Not even of mo? 
PHILLIP: 
Noe 
BRANDON: 
That's good. 
PHILLIP: 


You just...astound mc. As always. 


BRANDON: 
Thatts even better. 


He takes tho glass of champagne Phillip holds 
out to him. Togethcr, they raiso their glasses. 


BRAWDON: 
{nodding in tho direction 
of the living room) 
To David, of course. 


He smiles end drinks. Phillip says nothing 
takes a much lonzer swallov. 


A slight pause. 


PHILLIP: : 
Brandoneeehow did you fool? 

BRANDON: 
When? 

PHILLIP: 
During ite 

BRANDON: 


T don't. know really.e.I don't 
remember focling very much of 


‘anything until his body went limp 


end I know it was ovors 


‘PHILLIP? 
And thon? 

BRANDON: 
Then...1.felt tromendously 
exhiloratod. 


(stuttering again) 
eeeHOw Gid you foci? 


8. 


i The CAMERA PULLS BACK aND “LOVERS ‘to épen up the 
‘ scene as-Brandon moves away to maké a minor ‘adjust- 
jaent to the table. Phillip looks at him, takes 
| another drink. During the following, Brandon | 
| f moves'a spoon here, a plate there, fixes a flower, 
ete 


- (PHILLIP: 
Oh...Brandoni..You don't think 
the party's a mistake, do you? 


- BRANDON: 
Not Phillip, the party is the 
- fnspired finishing touch to our 
work. It's more. It's the sig- . 
nature of the artist. Why not 
having it would be likes e+Ohees 


= PHILLIP: 
Painting the picture and not 
hanging ite 


BRANDON: 
(laughing) : 
I don't think that's a very good 
choice of words» 


ms PHILLIP? 
It may turn out to be a little 
too choice.+.thanks to the party. 


4 


BRANDON: 
Rot. This party will de the most 
exciting ever givens 


PHILLIP: 
With these people? 


BRANDON: ~ 
Oh, they're a dull crew, all 
right. The Kentleys couldn't be 
duller if they tried. But we did 
Have to have them. “Afte¥ 911, they 
are David's mother and fathers 


; °° “pHILLIPs7 2° 
Theat doesn't make them any easier to 
talk to. 


: : : 1/18/48 


: > BRANDON: 
: Don't worry, Janet'll be : 
: puttering them up, poor girlees. 
al 


Brandon has found thet one of the candles is not se- 
cure in its candlestick. “He takes it out and with 
his lighter, begins to melt the bottom to make it more 
secure in the holders 


BRANDON: 
Shets banked everything on 
hooking David. But somehOWeene..- 
I don't think she's going to 
succeed, .Do you? 


PHILLIP: 
No, ‘somehow I don't. 


° BRANDON: 

(laughs) 
Well...she can switch back to 
Kenneth tonight. You must admit 
4t was most considerate of me - - 
in view of - ah - recent events = 
to provide her with a - Phillip! 


PHILLIP: 
O What? 
. Brandon picks up the candlestick nearest him and 
points to the others .. 


BRANDON: 
Take the other ones 


PHILLIP: 
What for? 


i 
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BRANDON: 
Never mind, core with mee 


He ews up the other candlestick and starts aTOnty, 
for the living room, 


“- PHILLIP: 
What's this all about? 


BRANDON: 
You'll see.e, It's brilliant t 


The CAMERA LEADS them to the chest in the living room, 
Now Brandon puts one candlestick down at one end of 
the chest and the other at the other end, 


PHILLIP: 
What the devil are you doing? 


BRANDOWs" 7 
Making our work of art a master~ 
plecee 


- PHILLIP: 
(reaching for 
one of the 
7 candlesticks) 7 
Brandon, you're going too fart 


BRANDON: 
(stopping htm) 
Why, what do you mean? I just 
thought it would be nice to have 
eupper in here. On this, 


Isn't it a good idea? 


PHILLIPS 
Well...At least this way, no one 
will try to open it, 


BRANDON: 
(smiling) 7 
I dontt think you appreclate me, 
Phillip. 


: PHILLIP: 
Itm beginning. to, Brandonee. 
Well, come on. 
(going to dining 
room 


1/13/48 
he 


; PHILLIP: (Cont.) 
We don't have very much time. 
Mrs. Wilson will be back soon. 


Whe CAMERA GOES WITH THEM to the dining room where 
they gather up plates and silverware during the 


dialogue. 


He goes 
plates. 


He puts 
Slowly, 


BRANDON: 
(turns swiftly) 


Did you forget to borrow her key?! 


e.eI might have known better than to = 
PHILLIP: : 


\I @idn't forget. I have her key 


and I told her I lost mine. 


BRANDON: 
Good, ; 
¢ 
PHILLIP: 
How are you going to explain this 
to her? : 
BRANDON: 
Itm note 
PHILLIP: 
Wetve got to have some excuse 
- BRANDON: 


We don't want to leave our guest 
of honor alone during suppere 


back to the living room with an armful of 
Phillip, also oarrying 4 load, 


PHILLIP: - 
Brandon, we've got to have an 
excuse ~ for the others? 


BRANDON: 
All right... let me think, then, 


the plates down on the chest and looks around. 
he smilese " 


BRANDON: 
Really, you get much too upset much 


too easily, Phillip. 


“(steps to one end 
of. the chest) 
eeeWWe have a very simple excuses 


Right heres 


1/13/48 
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Next to the chest are several pilcs of old books 
Brandon reaches down and picks up a fow of them. - | 
Phillip looks at him puzzled. 


. BRANDON: 
After all, old Mr, Kentley is 
coming mainly to look at theso 
books, What could be better 
than to have them laid out neatly 
on the dining room table...where 
the poor old man can easily get at 
thom. 

{he smiles) 

Considerate, aren't we? Most 
con==- ** 


The doorbell buzz stops him. He and Phillip turn 
their heads to the foyer and stand quite still. 

A pause, then Brandon goes slowly into the hall, 
Phillip remains whore he is and it is from HIS 
ANGLE that we see Brandon pick up the hall tele~ | 


phones ' 
oe BRANDON: 
Hello?.., Oh, of course. 


He hangs up and presses the buzzor, then comes to 
the doorway. 


BRANDON: - 
You start on the books. I'!ll-=«= 


PHILLIP: 
Who is it? ; 


BRANDON: 
(casually) 
Oh, Mra, Wilson. 


He smilos and turns and gocs out of scene toward the 
dining room. Phillip glares after him, thon walka 
to the pile of books. 


fhe CAMERA PANS DOWN. Phillip bends into the scans 
to pick up a few of them, then ho aecs something 
dangling out of the chest and freezes. It ia the 
piece of rope. He straightens up and stares at ite 


Then, ina thin whispers _ - as 


13. 


3 PHILLIP: : I 
Brandones.. ~ ora 
{no angwer, a” pause; 
then almost a shout) 
BRANDON LE 2 


Hestraighteris up. The CAMERA MOVES AROUND hin as ho 
stares down at the ropé. In the distance we soe 
Brandon crossing the hallway. 


BRANDON: 
What the devil -- Don't you i 
have any more sense than to-- : 
He is In the doorway now, cafrying more plates. He 
stops as he seos Phillip, etaring at the chest. 


BRANDON: 

» (slightly hushed) 
What is it? m - 
Phillip triés to talk but cannot. He cannot move, 
either. Brandon comes over, worried, thon eses the 
Popes 


5 a; BRANDON: 
Well, yank it out. 
(pause 
Go ont : 
PUHILLIP: 
ies (low) 
Tcanttt 
BRANDON: a 
(putting gates down 
on chest : 


If Mrs. Wilson were here, shetd 
yank it out for youl a 
(he Goes so; 
then picks up the 
books and thrusts them 
into Phillip's arms 
4 stupid display like that in~ 
front of someone else will bé as 
good a6 a confession. Now take 
these and get hold of yourself t 


The CAMERA MOVES AVAY as Brandon gathers up more books 
and follows Phillip to the dining room. 


BRANDON? ; 
If you had let mé keep the light 
on before as I wanted, I would 
have seon the--- 


O 


rd 


PHILLIP: 
All right! You're perfect} 


BRANDON: | © : 
(reassur ingly) 
We have to be, Phillip! We agreed 
there was only one crime either of 
us could commit: the crime of 
making a mietake! Being weak is a 
mistake! 


The doorbell rings. 


PHILLIP: ‘ 

{Blamming hie books 

down on the table) 
Because it’s being human?} 


BRANDON: ‘ 
Because it!s being ordinary.. I 
won't let either of ue stoop to --- 


The doorbell rings again irpatiently, cutting him off. 
He looks at Phillip, puts his books down and CAMERA 
FOLLOWING goes into the hall and opens the door for 
Mrs, Wilson. She is middle-aged with cigarette-thin 
arms and legs, frizzly hennaed hair end thick glassaBe 
She is carrying several paper packages, She speaks 
very quietly in sort of a simper. coi 


MRS. WILSON: 
You owe me two dollars and forty 
cents for taxis, including tip. 
(ge she comes in) 
If it weren't for the traffic, I'a 
have been here half. an hour agoe 


BRANDON: 
(closing the door) 
Oh, it's just as well, I didn't 
really expect you back until now, 


: ‘MRS, WILSON: 4 

I went to five stores for that 
special paté we like - but the prices! 
Good grisf. I didn't see any reason 
for throwing away our good moneyeeue 


Brandon has had the rope coiled up in his hand. Now, 
however, it has uncoiled so that @ short plece is 
dangling down, Neither he nor Mrs. Wilson notices. 


BO ': MAS, WILSONs " : 
““I.,g0 I went downtown to that littis 
delicatesssn whers. Mr. Cadell gosss 
, But I tell yous the next time we give 
" a party, we'rs-only going to ssrvg-r- 


15. 


She fe in the doorway to the dining room and whst shs | 
sees makes her stop with her mouth open.. It remains ~ | 
that way es Phillip comes out.cerrying silverware and 
the tablecloth. : 


PHILLIP: 
Good evening, Mrs. Wilson. 


She watches him oross into the living room, then turns 
to Brandone 


MRS. WILSON: 
What, may I esk, is happening 
to my table? 


BRANDON: 
We're just moving the things 
in here. 


He bows her into the living room, She shoots him e look, 
then walks in, CAMERA FOLLOWING. Phillip is clearing the 
things off the top of the chest and putting them on the 
floor temporarily ao thet the cloth can be laid on the 
chest. Brendon goea to help. 


MRS. WILSON: 
(hurt) : 
I peraonelly thought my teble 
wes quite lovely. 


BRANDON : 
It wos quite lovely. But you aee, 
Mr. Kentley ia coming to look at 
those old books I had in the chest 
and I'm sure you wouldn't want the 
poor old men to get down on ‘his 
knees to see them. 


During this, he has picked up en end of the tablecloth. 
Phillip has the other end, together, they ley it on the 
cheat » like a cloth being laid over a bier. 


MAS. WILSON: 
(se the cloth is laid) 
Well, I think it looks downright 
peculier, 


BRANDON: 
Peculisr? 


Phillip now sees thé strand of rope cofled: around 
Brandon's hand. He tried to eignal Brendon but the 
latter merely picks up a candleetick and puts it on 
“the chest. : 


MRS, WILSON: 
Very peculiar, Particularly | 
those candlesticka, They don't 
pelong there at all, . 


BRANDON: 
On the contrary! I think they sug- 
gest & os. ceremonial altar, 
: (ami ling) , 
Which you cen heap with the foods 
for our aacrificial feast. 


MRS, WILSOW: 
Heap ie right. There certainly ten't 
enough room for me to est things out 
properly, is there, Mr, Phillip? 


PHILLIP: 
(etill trying to signal) 
You can make it ade , 


. MRS. WILSON: 
Oh, you two will be the death of 
me} Whatts to be done with the booke? 


BRANDON s j 
We'll lay them out on the dining 
room table, 


MRS, WILSONs 
Its a crazy idea if you aek me, 


Brandon now cetches Philip's sigral but doeen't 
understand it, 


_ MRS, WILSON: 
Well, I have too much to do = 
(en route to the door) 
to discuee this thoroughly, dear, 
(turning back) ' 
However, I still think it's peculiar. 


The moment she ie out, Brandon turne to Phillip, 


BRANDON: 
What on earth's the matter, 


PHILLIPs 
Iwas sure shetd notioa, 


BRANDON + 
Notioe what? || 


; PHILLIP, 

{indLoating) 
The rope, of oouree| Brandon, we'va 
got to hide itj : 


BRANDON s 


(toying with it) 

It's only a piece of rope, Phillip. 
An ordinary household article, 

Why hide it? It belongs ina 
kitchen drawer. 


Why? 
PHILLIP: | 

Why 277? 
BRANDON: | 
Yes, why? | 
| 

| 


He gives the rope a final flip and goes to the kitchen, 
CAMERA WITH HIM, The swinging door opens and Mrs.Wilem 
comes out, putting her apron on. Brandon goes in and 
through the door, which keeps swinging to and fro,w6 866 
him open'a drawer, toss in the rope, and shut the drawer 
again. Mrs. Wilson is at the sideboard, getting out 
carving knives, aerving spoons, etc: From the kitchen: 


BRANDON: 
(as he walks) 
Mrs. Wilson «.. 


MRS. WILSON; 


Yes? 


BRANDON 
(coming out) 
There's champagne in the icebox. : | 


. MRS. WILSON: 
We're not giving them champagne?!! 


BRANDON: 
We ares 


: MRS, WILSON: 
Oh, Well, if it's going to be that 
Kind of a party, I'd better doll up. 


THE CAMERA IS FURTHER BACK NOW, Phillip hes come into 
the room with an armful of books which fe puts by the 
others on the table. He then picks up the opened 
champagne bottle and pours himself another giase. 
Brandon, who is spreading out the books, watches this. 


_ Mra. wiison, at the sideboard, chattere on. 


MRS, WILSONs. - 
We only served ohampagne at Mr, 
Cadell's. on very high occasionss 
Matter of fact, he and I once had 


«elses eesnire) 
>; .On my birthday. 


O 


18, 


BRANDOIN: 
Tonight, irs, Wilson, you'll 
have an opportunity te rencw 
that romances 


ram 


Phillip has set down his glass to help srrange the 
books, During tho lest, Brandon casually picks it up, - 


BRANDON? 
May I? 


He makes a prétense of taking a sip but puts the 
glsss down out of Phillip's reach snd continucs to Hrs, 


Wilson - 
: BRANDON; 
lr, Cadell's coming. 
"MRS, WILSON: 


(another. smirk) 
Oh...Nr. Cadcll's terribly nice, 


PHILLIP: 
(startled) 
Rupert's coming? 
BRANDON? 
Yos, I thought I told yous 
PHILDIPs 


(cold anger) 
No, You didn't: 


Be turns and walks out of the room Brandon looks 
st him, puts down a book and, picking up the last of 
the atuff to go on tho chest, loavcse irs, Wilson, ob+ 
livious, keops on chsttering, 


URS, WILSON? 
I must say I did enjoy working for 
fir. Cadell, Such a gentloman} of 
course, some pcoplo ssy he's a littlo 
poculiar, but a personally thinkeres 


She looks up. Brandon has walkod oute THs CANSRA 
GOES with him, : “ y 
MRS. WILSON: 
(burt) tae a Se 
Wellt “e : 
She. stalks out of scene toward tho kitchony 


“@HE CAMTRA ARRIVES st the chest ‘where Phillip is 
fixing. tho platos, Otte : es . . 
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: BRANDON: * | 
I thought you liked Rupert. 


] x 
- * PHILLIP: , , 
Ae . (coldly) | 


I do. 


| BRANDON s 
; Well then? 


PHILLIP: 
Brandon, of all the people on this 
earth, Rupert Cadell is the one man 
who's mest likely to auspect. 


BRANDON: 
And he's the one man who might see 
this from our angle: the artistic 
ones That's what's exciting] 


PHILLIP: 
I'm glad it excites you! It frightons 
ne} I know Rupert - : 


BRANID Ns 
I suggest you kecr your voice down! 
(a second's pause, then; 

Z in a warmer tone} 
a It would. have been too easy with just 
Oo the others, Phillip. And too dull. As 
for Rupert...I once thought of inviting. 
him to join use 


PHILLIP: | ’ 
Why didn't you? The more the merriert 


BRANDON: a 
Because Rupert hasn't the nerve) sos . 
Oh, intellectually, he could have come 
“along. He's brilliant - but he's a 
little too fastidious. He could have 
invented and he could have admired.ss 
but he could nevor have actcds That's 
where we'ro superior, Phillip. We have 
couragé.. Rupert docsn't. 


During this last, THES CAMERA HAS MCVED AWAY TO show 
Hrs, Wilson entering with a tray on which there are 
dishes of olives, atuffed cclory, etc. During the fol- 
lowing, she brings it ovor to tho choat and, with tho 
help of the boys, acta it out and arranges the "table," 


BRS. WILSON: 
é : iy, Cadell got a bad leg in tho 
KU : war for his courages 


i 


Under the next 3 
out to tbe ball to press the buzzer. 


tbe door bsll buzzes. Brandon goes 


.- : HRS. WILSON: ; 
And you've got your elesve in the 


celerye ; 
: (the doorbell rings) 
Ob they're here! Are we ready? 


PHILLIPs “| 
As ready as we'll ever bs. 


Mrs. ‘Wilson has started hurrying to the door, but now 
she walks back. Brandon re-enterse 


: MRS. WILSON: 
(to, Phillip) 
Now mina you., Don't bs so busy 
at that piano’ that you con't eat 
anything. You're getting too thin. 
(to Brandon) 
And don't you let them gobble up 
all tbat paté before you have 
any. Well...let's hope it's a 
euccess. Oh! My tray! 


She makes a panic stricken dive for it and looks around 
for some place to cut it out of sight. 


BRANDON? 
(smiling) 
Take it in the kitchen. I'11 open 
the doors , 


5. WILSON: 
(as shs hurries out) 
There wouldn't have been this leet . 
minute hustle-bustle if you'd kept 
my table and put those O14 DOOKSo.« 


o the foyer. He 


Over this, Brandon has been walking t 
to Phillip. 


pauses in tbe doorway and turns back 


: BRANDON s 
Now the fun begins - 


He goes out. Off screen, we hear the door being 
opened. Then, Brandon: “Hello, come int" Kenneth: 
"How are you, Brandon?" "Fine. Juet drop your hat 
there." "Thanks." “Been quite awhile, hasn't. it?” 
fygs, That's woy I.sounded 80 - stupid when you 
phoned. Surprise, I guess. 


During this, Phillip is bending over the 
he atoope to tbe lock and trigs to snap it into position, 


chsst. Suddenly 


But the lock is too old; it will not hold. 
Phillip tries feverishly, then hears the others 


: coming. He has just managed to be up (CAMERA 
©) RISING WITH HIM) when Brandon returne with , 
Kenneth. : 


Kenneth is a healthily attractive Princeton under- 
‘graduate. He is not overly bright, but is pleaeant, 
fee 8s cheerful sort of charm and is ordinarily 
always comfortable. With these two, however, he 
feels awkward and uneasy. 


Pp PHILLIP: 
Hello, Kenneth. Good to eee 
you. 
(goes to him) 


x KENNETH: 

£ (ehaking hands) 
You, too,..Been up to much 
lately? 


PHILLIP: 
(o.s.) 8 
Nothing to speak of. You? ; 


: KENNETH: eo 
‘ Just trying to get ready for 


@ : exams 
- : (a emile) 
Ialwaye have to start cram- m 


ming before anybody eleeues. 
Say, am I the first? 


BRANDON: 


You are, 


KENNETH: 
Why is it I'm alwaye too early 
- at parties? 3 


BRANDON: 
Probably because you're alwaye 
; on time, 
. (calling) 
> see . Mre,y Wilson - champagne! 


| 


KENNSTH: 
(a worricd look) 
It isn't someone's birthday, is it? 


BRANDON: 
(laughing) 
Don't look so worriod, Kenneth. It's 
really almost the opposite. 


KENNETH: 
The opposite?i 


BRANDCN: . 
Phillip's bidding tho world a tem- 
porary farcwoll tonight. I'm driving 
him up to Connecticut right after the 


partys 
om KENNETH: 
Oh, wherc're you going? 
PHILLIP: 


Just to Brandon's mother's place for 
a few weeks. I'm to bo locked upe 


KENNETH? 
What?s ee 
BRANDON: 
To mako certain ho practisos six 


hours a daye 7 
(the doorbell buzzes undor:) , 


Itve finally wangled a debut for hime 


FHILLIPs 
In Town Hall, at that. 


KENNETH? 
That's wonderfull I hope you knock 
fom deade : 


PHILLIPs 
Thank yous 
Mrs, Wilson enters with the bottle of champagne 


in an ice buckets She gives it to Brandon who looks 
quizzically at the flowers which have suddenly ap- 


pear.d in her haire 


; BRANDON = 
- Most deeoratives 


ERS, WILSON: 
{coyly) 
Think so? 
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Sho gocs out. Brandon pours Kenneth a glass of 
Md champagne and hends it to him during the following: - 


C Kenneth has boon wandering about and now looks at 
the chest. 
KENNETH: 
Sayeed 
PHILLIP: 
What is it? 
KENNETH3 


I feel protty honored. 


BRANDON: 
oh? Why? 


KENNETH? 
Looks like this is a pretty small 
farowoll partye 


BRANDON: 
Oh, wetro really killing two birds 
with one stonee Tho party's also 
for Mr. Kentloye 


’ KENNETH? 


© ' David's fathor? 
PIILLIP: 
Yose . 
KENNETH 
(nervously) 
Oh,.eWill - David bo herc? 
BRaNDONs 
Of coursed 
, KENNETH! 


eveWho else 1s coming? 


BRANDON: 
No one you don't know...if that's 
what's bothering you. The Kentloys,; 


(no answer) 
Won't you be? 


Jenct Walkor -- i 
KENNETH: ff 

Janct? : i 
BRANDON: 4 

Yos. I thought you'd be glad te 4 
sco hore | 
| 


| 


: KENNETH: 
Brandon...Janet and I are all 
washed up. Didn't you know? 


BRANDON: 
I'm sorry, Kenneth. Tf didntt. 


KENNETH: 
You knew, Phillip. 


PHILLIP s 
I heard vagua rumors.:. but I never 
pay attention to that: sort of thing, 
(the doorbell rings) 


KENNETH: 

I wish you had. 
"PHILLIP: 
Why? : 
KENNETH: 


Well...you sce, Janet and David arsyrs, 
_ Che holds out his glass) : 
May I? 


PHILLIP 
Help youraelf. 


BRANDON : 
And cheer up, I hava the oddest 
fealing, anyway, that your chances 
with tha, lady are much bettar than 
you think. 


KENNETH: 
What do you mean? : 


Under tha last linas, the sound of the door opening 
off, and, faintly, the voices of Mrs. Wilson greeting 


Janet. “Hello, Mrs. Wilson." "My, you look sweat, dear. | 
Let me take your coat," "Thank you." “It's. very pretty." 


Warantt you sweet!" - Now, before Kenneth's queation 
ean be anawered, we hear 


. JANET? 
Hello, ducks! ee 


Kenneth looks up, then turns away to pour his 
champagne. THE CAMERA NOVES to show Janet Walker 3 
coming into the room. Sha is slightly older than the 
boys, attractive and done up in the alightly over-chic 
mannar of girls who work for magazines like Vogua- - 
which she doeay Janet faels she must ba gay and 


+t Bae * 


se a 
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amusing to pay her way into socicty and so she 
: works at it. Her standards are off but actually, 

she isa rather nico, simplo girl at bottom who © 
& would liko to relax. Brandon goes to greet her. 


BRANDON: 
Janot$ 


JANET? 
{throws her arms around 
him and offers her 
_ check for a kiss) : 
Angoll....«Be cercful of my hair. 
Tt took aours...Oh, you smell 
dreamy}! What is 1t? 


BRANDON s 
That swill you gavo mo last 
Christmase 


JANET: : 
I always know I had good taste. 


BRANDON: 
You do. You look lovely. 


‘ JANST: 

. I won't by the tim it's all 

t paid fore 

O : (ho laughs) 
Was that funny? I nover know 
I'm bcing funny. Whonevor I try 


to be = 
(moving to Phillip 
now) + 
I lay the bomb of all timo. 
Phillip, swootic! 
(again the embrace 
and the cheok to 
bo kiascd) 
¢ PHILLIP: 
Holloss. : 
JANET s 


What's this rumor I heard about 
you and Town Hall? I'll bet 
youtro going to play a foul trick 
on all of ua = 
(sho ia turning now 
‘and as ahe secs Kenneth 
~hor voice and gaicty run 
down) 
- and become..shorribly famouse 
{a pause) 


THE CAMERA FOLLOWS. 
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BRANDON'S VOICE: 
I. believe youtve met, 


7 JANET: 
(quietly) 
Hello, Ken... 
‘ 
KENNETH: 
Hello, Janwoe 
(pauee) 


JANET: 
Well, that was fascinating, wasn't it? 
(to the others) 
I seem to have run down, 


. BRANDON: 
What would fou say to some champagne? 


‘ JANET: 
Hello, champagne, 
(no one laughs) 
You see whet I mean about trying to 
be funny....Howtve you been, Ken? 


KENNETH: 
Fine, thanks,..How's the new job? 


; PHILLIP: 
What are you doing? 


JANET? 
Writing that eame dreary column,on 
"How to Keep the Body Beautiful," 


PHILLIP: 
For whom thie time? 


- . JANET: i: z 
Oh. ‘An untidy little fashion megazine. 
(Brandon comes up with 
cher drink) : : 
Thanks, chum. TIen't that painting new? 
(she goee to ons) 


> BRANDON: | 
Yee, Do you like it? 
“{he-comes. over) 


: JANET? 
Well - what is it? 
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BRANDON: 
A-new ‘Young American Primative. 


JANET: 
I have a new young Amerfean sister. 
She's only three and her stuff is 
really primitive. 
(sotto voce) 
+= you dirty dog. 


BRANDON : 
(sotto) 
why? 


JANET: 
(aloud) 
Didn't I notice another new one 
in the foyer when I came in? 
(she walke out to foyer) 


' BRANDON : - 
_ (following) 
I don't think eo. Which? 


JANET'S VOICE: 
Thie. 


2 THE CANERA AND Brandon turn into the foyer to 
find her pointing to a perfectly blank space. 


JANET: 
(turning to him; low) 
I could really strangle you, Brandon, 


BRANDON; 
What have I done now? 


JANET: 
At times your eense of humor is a 
little too malicious, chum 


BRANDON: 
What are you chattering about? 
: JANET: 
Why did you invite Kenneth? 
BRANDON : 
Why not? : 
: JANET: 


You know perfectly well why rot} . We 
ealled it quits ages ago and I'm 
practically engaged to his best friend. 


BRANDON s 
{raised eyebrows) 
David? 


1/15/48 
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JANET? ; 
Yes, David... Which makes everything 
just ginger peachy! 


F BRANDON: 
Itm terribly sorry, but its 4 little 
aifficult to keep up with your ro- 
mances. After me came Kenneth. ‘Now 
it's David...... Why the switch from 
Kenneth to David anyway? 


JANET? 
Obviously, I think he's nicer. 


BRANDON : 
Well, he'e certainly richer. 


» SAVET ? 
(a pause, then:) 

That's a new low even for you, chum, 
(she turns and goes back 
to the living room, 

CAMERA FOLLOWING) 

How many years has it been since I 

said: "ooh, it tickleai" 
{turning to Brandon 
who is behind her) 

And don't you tell me. 


KENNETH ¢ 
(to Brandon) 
I hear Rupert's ‘coming. 


BRANDON: 
He was invited = but you never know 
with Rupert. : 


KENNETH ¢ 
I hope he does come. How is he? 
JANET: 
Who ia he? 
{the doorbell buzzes 
under ff.) 
. PHILLIP 


Rupert Cadell, He was our housemaster 
at Prep School. © : : : 


JANET s : 
_ Housemaster for you three little 
dears? — 


Be 


BRANDON : 
Four little dears. He tricd valiantly 
to tvach David, toe’ : 


a KENNETH ' 
J &§ - (hastily) 
7 Rupert's a publishcr now, isn't he? 
: JANLT 
Sucecssful? Meybc ho can give mo a Jobe 
PHILLIP 


Rupert only publishes books he likcse 
Usuelly philosophye 


JANLT 

Oh.. Smell print, big words, no seles. 
PHILLIP 

Right. 
BRANDON 


Voll, Rupert's extremely radicel. Do you 

know ho sclcets his books on tho assumption 
thet pcople not only enn rced, but actually 

ean think?] Curious fcllow... but I liko him - 


KENNETH 
You always did. Golly, thac bull sossions 


you and Rupert uscd to havo at school, 
: dl : (to Jenot) 
‘. ; Brendontd sit up til all hours et the 
OQ mastor's fusteee. 


JANET 
Brmdon et somconc!s fect? Who is 
this Rupert?}- 


KENNETH 
(to Brendon) : 
He usod to tell you the woirdest things, 
didn't he? 


; JANET 
_ (eagerly) 
Roolly? What sort of things? 


BRANDON 
Oh, I suppose Kenneth mecns Ruport's 
impeticnee with soeial conventionse 
For exemple - 
(looking ot. Phillip) 
- he thinks murder is ea erime for most 
men, bUtsecesr i 


PHILLIP 
(dcfiantiy) 
4 - a priviloge for the few, 
i, The doorbell rings under? | 
: BRANDON 
(smiles) | 


Yoss, 
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Be gocs to the foyer, CAMERA WITH HIM. Over this: 


JANET'S VOICE © 
A privilege for whet fow? 


KENNETH'S VOICE 
The supermen. Or something. 


JANET'S VOICE 
Schoolboy talk. If all you moppcts ronlly 
did cvcrything you tolked cbout in prop 
school, this world would be todlam. 


PHILLIP'S VOICE 
Isn't it? 


During this, Brendon end the CAERA have reached tho 
foyor, end Mrs, Wilson has mpeored there from the dining 
Poor. 


MRS. WILSON 
: (murmuring to hersclf) 
Well, I've scerchcd high and low. 
I don't know where it is. 


Brendon looks at her and shrugs. Mrs. Wilson opens 
the door. Mr. Kentloy and « large, imposing woman stand: 
thero. Brmdon stcps forward, 


BRANDON 
Mr. Kentloyl I'm so gled you 
could comes , 


KENTLEY 
Thank you, Brandon. Mrs. Kentloy 
isn't wcll so I took the liberty of 
bringing my sister-in-law, Mrs. 
Atwater. Shots becn staying with use 


BRANDON : 
Dolighted to heave you, Mrs... Atwators 


During the following, thoy come into the foyors 
Brendo~ ‘hcips Mrs.Ksntloy with his things, Mrs, Wilson 
helps ists, Atwetor. Konneth!s hat is lying on a chair. 
Mrs. Wilson picks it‘up and puts it in the closot along 
with Mr, Kontlcy's. .The conversations frequently overlaps 
Mrs. Atwatcr, who is a little over-clegently drossod, 
specks in en almost petulant, childlike drawle 


: MRS.. ATWATER 

Dolightcd to comc, dcar boye I've been 
. in New York two wocks, . Alice has boon 
- A11 almost the whole timc md Henry's 

forever cataloging his library», 


KENTLEY 
: (a slight smile) : 
Oh, no, Anita. Occasionally, I even 
read somo of my books... 


“Bly. 


‘MRS ATWATER 
But I'm on a visit, Henry, and this 
is just my sceond porty. Of course, 
I supose it is only feir.... 


MRS. WILSON 
“Let me the your things, dear. 


: MRS. ATWATER 
Thenk yous 


BRANDON 
(simultancously with Wilson) 
Itm sorry to hear Mrs, Konticy is ill, 


KENTLEY 
Itts just | a cold. 


Mrs. Wilson is wrestling with Mrs. Atwatcrts cont. 


MRS, WILSON 
(to Kentloy) 
Colas can be very dengcrous this time’ 
of the yeor. I hope Mrs, +entloy is 


KENTLEY > 
(shooting her an amused look) 
She is, thank yous 


MRS. WILSON 
Thet'll do the trick. 


KENTLEY 
(to Brendon) 
It was most kind of you to invite me 
to see your books, Brandonse 


BRANDON 
Not really, I'm efraic I merely 
wentcd. to show off to somconc who 
reelly knows first cditions. | 


MRS. ATWATER 
{to Wilson - simultancously} 
with Kenticy's line to Brendon) 
Colds dengcrous in this heat? I don't 
undcrstend thrt at all, : 


MRS, WILSON . 
Exeectly two ycars cgo this sumer, I 
hed one myscif, I was down for three 
weeks, The' doctors wero reedy ‘to givo 
up when I - $ 


BRANDON 
This ways Mrs. pimnters 


‘ 


staying in bed with lots of fruit juice. | 


. 


6 
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“MRS, ATWATER 


Excuso M0 


Sho goes into the living room, Kenncth and Brendon 
following, THE CAMERA QUICICLY AREAD of them so thet we 
gct a Mcdium Shot of Mrs, Atwater clonc. She is obviously 
nusrsightcd because she scrows up her cycs and pocrs into 
tho roome 


MRS, ATWATER 
Davidl 


At this split sceond, Brendon is slightly behind hor, 
He is stopped for a moment, Then THE: CAlinA SWINGS QUICK~ 
LY into tho room, showing thet she has addrcssod her 
erceting to Kenncth. Mrs. Atwater deshcs into the picturo 
with outstretched hand toward him. Brendon follows hor 
quickly and is soon alongside of hor. 


BRANDON : 
No. This is Mr. Turncr, Mrs. Atwator. 


THE CAMERA HAS BEEN MOVED FORWARD end gocs right past 
the group and up to Phillip in time to show a closcup of 
the champngne glcss in his hand, His reaction to Mrsa 
Atwater's crror has becn so intense thet ho has snapped 
the stom of c gloss. Blood smpcecrs on his hands 


_Tho CAMERA TILTS UP to scc him putting the broken 
gless on a teble. He wraps e hendkerchief around the cut - 
end steps forward to be introduced. Over this wo hear: 


MRS. ATWATER'S VOICE 
Oh, forgive mo. 


KENTLEY'S VOICE 

It's all right, Anite. Kenncth has becn 
mistaken for David many times ... cvon by 
people who arcon't ncer-sightcd, 

(to Kennoth) 
We haven't head much opportunity to ob- 
sorve the rosomblance latcly, my boy. 

(humorously) 
Heven't becn studying, havo you? 


KENNETH 
Itvc been trying toe 


KENTLEY 
(a mock sigh) 
The resemblance is only physical. 


BRANDON . 
I'm sure you both know Miss Walkcr, 


MRS. ATVATER 
Janct, my dear, I finishcd working out 
your horoscope just before we lofte 
ee JANET 
Oh, tcoll! ? > 
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MRS; ATWATER 
4 The stars are very kind to you. 
: Thoy indicate a marrizge very soone 
5 To a tell, blonde young man - 
e: ‘(a look at Kentley) 
ay - with a very lovely fethcr. 


KENTLEY 
Now, Anita, I told you ell that a 
WOEK EGOs 


MRS. ATWATER 
VWoll, I suppose you did... but the 
stars confirm it. 


JANET 
Wonderful? 


BRANDOW 
Nrs, Atwater ... may I present 
Mr. Phillip Morgen. 


PHILLIP 
How do you do? 


MRS. ATWATER 
Oh, your poor handl.cees 


( PHILLIP 
O It's nothing. Just a little cut. 


BRANDON 
What happened? 


PHILLIP ; 
Nothing. The gisss was cracked and 
it broke, thet's all. Moy I get you 
some champrgns, Mrs, Atwater? 


MNS. ATWATER 
I'd ndors some. Daddy used to have 
& gless overy morning at elcvon. 
Of ‘course, Eonry.-eee 


BRANDON . 
Moy I get you some, Mr. Kentley? 


HEETLE 
Itd prefer « little scotch with a 
lot of water, Brandon...+. 
(sits) 
Isn't David herc? 


> andon has startcd for the drink, but he stops. 


BRANDON 
I expceetcd him to conc with you, =~ 


34. 


KENTLEY 
He calles and said he would mect us 
there. = 

JANET 


Where'd he call from? 


Brandon gocs. THs CAMSRs MOV_S IN on Kentley and 
Janet, seated on window seat. Sho is more subducd with 
him, very much on her good bohavior and trying to please, 


KSNTLEY i 
(shrugs) 
Our maid spoke to him. Ho was probably 
at.the club... studying for his cxam- 
dnations in tonnis. 


JANCT 
Trouble with David is he docsn't have 
to study. He's too bright. 


: KENTLEY 
Well ... he dows all right. 

(taking her hand) 
Very much. S0¢« 


JANET 
Thank you... How's Mrs. Kentley? 


KENTLEY 
&s usual. It's « eold this timc... 
I hope David arrives here soon. Sho 
wants him to call her. 


JANST 
(smiling) 
He's her only child, Mr. Kentloy. 


KOENTLEY 
Ho's my only chile, too, but I'm 
willing to let him grow ude 


_  JANST ; 
Why don't. T ell and tell her hets 
been dotainca? 


KSUTL.sY 
Don't pamper hor, Janete 
; JENET : 
David might even ave stopped off te 


sec here 
ito Brandon, who has come Up 
with tho drink for Kontley) 
May I.uso tho phone? 


S BRANDON 
Of courso, It's in my bodrooms 
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JANET 
How cosye 
F : BRANDON 
) : Aron't you ready for another? 
JANET 
I will be. 
(drinks ‘the remaining drop) 
I om 
(gives him her glass) 
Thank you. 


Brendon turns end CAILRA MOVES WITH HIM, gocs to the 
erink table, . He overhcears? 


KEXTLEY'S VOICE: 
A very charming young man. I wish 
Devid saw more of him, ‘ 


JANET'S VOICE 
Yuse 
(Brendon smiles to himself) 
I'll go and call. 


Brendon has reached the drink trblo, Kenneth stands: 
there, nursing his drink, 


: BRANDON 
Kenneth, there's too much air in 
your gless, 
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; KENNETH 
No, I'm fince - 


BRANDON 
{ro-filling Janct's glass) 
Would you mind teoking this to Jenct? e 


KENNETH 
Sure... Why? 


DOORBELL BUZZES, 


BRANDON 
No particular reeson, It's hers ond 
I-thought you might like to take it to 
her. She's in the bedroom. . Tclephoning, 


KENNETH 
And then you'd like Dr.vid to walk in, 
BRANDON 
No. -Thet would be too much ofa shocks 
a Kenneth looks at him sharply; then takes the gless 
> tnd gocs, CAMZRA HOVITG WITH him. Enroute the CAMERA STOPS 


by Mrs. Atwater scatcd on 2 bench busids the plano, talking 
to Phillip, who is leming on the piano bonding over her, 
allowing Kenneth to go on out of pictures 


Rupert is distinguished in appearance, manner and thought. 


He is about thirty-six, and walks with a slight limp. 

His clothes have cost less than any in the room but look 
better. He has a faintly mocking, cynical air but his 
charm softens the effect of his rather sharp tongua. 

Very often, you don't know, consequently, whather he mean 
the extreme ideas ha axpounds or is joking. He listene 
to tha music a moment, thans 


RUPERT s 
Your toch has improved, Phillip. 


Phillip etops playing with a discordant note, 


BRANDON: 
{swings around from his 
position at the window - 
delighted) 
Rupart! 
(going to him) - 
I was beginning to think you 
weren't going to show. 


: RUPERT: 
You. know me battar than that. 
: BRANDON: 
Mrs. Atwater, may I presant Mr. 
Cadell? 
MRS. ATWATERs 
Delighted! 
BRANDON: 
Mr. Kentley. 
RUPERT: 


{a elight smile at her) 
Thank you. How do you do, Mr. 
Kantley. 


KENTLEY:s 
Rupart Cadell the housemaster 
at Somerville? 


RUPERT; 
I used to ba. 

KENTLEY; : 
Than you must have taught my eon, 
David? 

RUPERT: 


You flatter ma. 
(turns to Janat) 
How do you do. 


JANET 


Helle, chum. 


38. i€ 
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RUPERT: © ah 
Oh - Miss Walker. 4 
: JANET : 
How'd you know? 
RUPERT 


Brandon's spoken of you. 


JANET: 
Did he do me justice? 


RUPERT: : 
Do you deserve justice?... Why little 
Kenneth Turner! How you've grown} 


KENNETH: 
Hello - er + 
(he is too bashful to 
use the familiar name) 


; RUPERT: 
Go on, Kenneth, School's out, 
You can say it. 


KENNETH ¢ 


(leughing) 
Rupert. You're the same as ever, 
It's awfully good to see you againl 


RUPERT: 
Why? 

KENNETH : 
, (taken aback) 
ee sWell aces 

RUPERT ¢ 


(smiling; nicely) 
Don't mind me. I'tm.very pleased to 
see you again, And thet. 

(points to the champagne 

in Kenneth's hand) 
It bears e curious resemblance to 
champagne. 


THE CAMERA CLOSES IN on Brandon and Rupert, as Brandon 
leads him to the drink table. 


BRANDON : 


tT dee: 


Pees +” RUPERT: we 
oo (looks at the label) . a a 
and euch good champagne) What's the 

occasion? : 
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BRANDON: 
(stuttering) 

I-told you over the phone. It began 
¢ as a little party for Mr. Kentley. 
C) So he could see those first editions. 
Then it turned out Phillip and I were 
going up to the country tonight ~ 


RUPERT? 
You told me that, too, Brandon. 


BRANDON; 
(stuttering) 
Did I? 
: RUPERT: 
Yes? 
BRANDON: 


Well...I thought I'd make it sort 
of a farewell for Phillip. 


RUPERT: 
Therefore: champagne. 
| BRANDON: 
Yes. 
RUPERT s 
I see. 
iy BRANDON 
© It's true. 
RUPERT$ 


You always did stutter when you 
were excited. ~ 


BRANDON: 
I'm always excited when I give a 
party. 
RUPERT: 
(with a look) 
Really? 


MRS. WILSON'S VOICE: 
| Mr. Cadell! 


The CAMERA MOVES to show her advancing toward the chest 
with a tray of food. Rupert goes to her. 


RUPERT 
Mrs. Wilsonl ‘ 


THE CAMERA CLOSES IN on Rupert and Nrs. Wilson. 


MRS , WILSON: 
(in-a whisper, as she 
puts her tray down) 
Got that pate you liks. 


i; 


Ree 


RUPERT: 
(whispering back). 
I don't like it any more. 


: MRS. WILSON: 
(loudly disappointed) 
Oh no! 


RUPERT: 
(smiling) 
No. dust teasing. 


MRS. WILSON: 
Oh, you're awful. 


RUPERT: 
Thank you. 


CAMERA PULLS BACK TO include Brandon. 


MRS. WILSON: 
(to Brandon) 
You'd better get along with the 
carving. The rest'll be here in 
two shakes. Oh Mr. Brandon... 
I found it. 
(she goes) 


BRANDON: 
(starting to carve) 
You kmow, I haven't the least notion 
what it was she lost. 


RUPERT: 
Wonderful Mrs. Wilson! I may 
marry her. 


CAMERA PULLS FAKTHER BACK beyond the chest as Janet 
comes Up. 


JANET: 
Oh it looks heavenly! I hope 
David gets here soon! 


RUPERT: 
Yes. Where is he? 


The chest is in the immediate foreground now. 


JANET 3 
I haven't the faintest idea. But 
he's so late, Mr. Kentley's getting 
annoyed. 

KUPERTs 
And you? 


_ JANET: : 
(slightly flustered by his look) 
Me, I'm hungrye 


41. 
RUPERT: 
(indicating the buffet) 
Exactly what is this, Brandon? 
BRANDON: 
A Cassone I got in Italy. 
RUPERT: 
No. JI mean why are we eating off 
At? ° . 
BRANDON: 
Oh, I've turned the dining room 
into a library. 
RUPERT: 5 
Trust you to find a new use for a chest. 
(to Janet) 


One would always turn up in the bedtime 
stories he told at prep schoole 

(to Brandon) 
"The Mistletos Bough" was really your 
favorite tale, wasn't it? 


JANET $ 
What was that one about? 


RUPERT: 
Oh, I don't remember exactly how it 
started..but it was abot a lovely 


young girl - 


KENTLEY: 
(coming up) 
She was a brids-to-be and on her 
wedding day, ehe playfully hid 
herself ina chest. 


- RUPERT: 
That's right. 


KENTLEY; 


Unfortunately there was a spring lock. 
Fifty years later, they found her skeleton. 


JANET: 
(looking down at the cheet) 
I doa't think I'll get that playful. 


BRANDON: 
Would you all please help yourselves? 


Mrs. Wilson appears with her tray and the wine. 


MRS... ATWATER + 
Talking of ekeletone, have you esen 
that new thing at the Strand? 
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_ _ JANET: 
Yes. I adored itt 


Q MRS. ATWATER: : 
Did you? Good! I didn't care for 
her much. That new girl. Definitely 
Scorpio. . 


JANET: 
No, I didn't like her either, but 
her clothes were fabulous. 


MRS. ATWATER: 
Simply divine t 


JANETS 
Absolutely heaven! 


RUPERT: 
I must see it. : 


JANET? : 
Of course, the man I have 4@ passion 
for is James Mason. 


RUPERT: 
Ie he good? 


. JANET: 
Absolutely terrific. 


MRS. ATWATER: 
So attractively sinister. Taurus The 
Bull, you know. Very obstinate. 


RUPERT: 
Really? 


. MRS. ATWATER: 
I have a confession, though. 1 : 
think I like Mason as much as Errol 
‘Flynn. 


- JANET: 
‘7111 take Cary Grant myself. 


MRS, ATWATER: 
Oh so will I3.. Capricorn The Goat. He 
leaps! Divine} So mucH.s..mmmMe,'s © 
Doe JANET: 
Oh yest 
, RUPERT: 


| Oh absolutely t 
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MRS, ATHATER: 7 
He was thrilling in that thing with 
Bergman, What was it called now? The 
Something and The Something. No, that 
was the other one. This was just 
plain Something. You know, It wase.. 
oh, sort of,..you know- 


RUPERT: 
It's right on the tip of my tongue. 


JANET: 
Oh mine, toot It was just plein 
Something, I'm sure. I adored it. 
And Bergman! 


MRS. ATWATER: | 
Well... Shets the Virgo type, Like 
all these, you mow . 


: JANET: 
Oh, I think she's lovely. 


RUPERT: 
(announcing) 
I once went to the movies, 
‘ (pause) 
I saw Mary Pickford... 


MRS. ATWATER: : 

Oh, I was so mad about her, Didn't 

you love her? ‘ 
RUPERT: : 

Oh, I dontt know, Virgo type rather, 

Like ell these, you know. 


MRS. ATWATER: 
Yes but...what did you see har in? 


RUPERT: 
I can't quite recall. The Something 
Something. Or just plain Something. 
I think. Or something like that, 
(pause) . 
oe very like it, anyway. 


JANET: _. 


x don't believe you ever went, 


he 


MRS. WILSON; 
“(sotto to Janet). - 
If I were you, I'd go easy on 
the pate, dear. Calories. 


She ridge Rupert. Brandon has moved away from the 
chest to round up the others. 


BRANDON: 
Come on, Kenneth. Don't be 
polite...Phillip, would you 
mind hslping Mrs. Atwater? 


PHILLIP; 
I'd be glad to. 


MRS. ATWATER: 
Thank you, dear boy. 


The guests have begun to help themselves. Mrs. Wilson 
passes champagne around. They settlo about the room 
and begin eating. 


KENTLEY; 
(to Brandon) 
I must apologize for David. 
: can't think what's keeping 
im. 


BRANDON: 
He's only in town for the week- 
end, Mr. Kéntley, and David is 
& very popular young man. 


JANET: 
{at the same time 
- to Phillip) 
Here - let ma help yous 


She is serving the chicken. He is holding a plate. 


JANET s 
White or dark? 


PHILLIP: 
A little of both on this - 
(indicating one 
plate) 
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| JANET 
(serving) 
, C . What about you? 
; PHILLIP 
I don't eat it. 


: JANET 
How quecr! I never heard of ° 
| anyone who didn't eat chicken, 
aid you, Mr, Cadell? Oh, you 
probably did, Why don't you eat 
it, Phillip? 


PHILLIP 
(getting uncomfortable) 
1 just don't, 


JANET 

G There must be a reason, Freud 

| says there's a reason for every- 
thing. Even me. 


PHILLIP 
There's no reason, Jancte 


CAMERA GOZS into the room as he moves away. He. 
brings a plate of food to Mrs, Atwater. : 


@) - RUPERT 
As I remember, Phillip, you have’ 

a very funny reason. Doesn't he, 

Brandon? 


BRANDOWs 
+ eae eXOSe 


JANET 
1 knew there had to be one] Now 
what is it? Tell} 


BRANDON: 
Oh,..it's nothing too much. 


RUPERT 
I think it's quite fascinating. 


SLNET_ 
Come on, Brandon. Plcasel 


BRANDON 
Well..it happened about threo 
years ago in Connecticut, Mother 
has a farm on her place there, 
you Imow.s 


Phillip puts down his plate end, crossing to the 
drink table, pours hinself another glass of champagne. 


BRANDON 
We were going to have chicken so 
we walked over to the farm, It 
was a lovely Sunday morning in late 
Spring. Across the valley, the 
church bells were ringing...and 
in tho yard, Phillip was doing 
likewise to the neeks of two or 
three ehickens. 


MRS. ATWATER 
(has a forkful of chicken ready) 


Oh dear... 
(gulps - the fork returns te 


her platc) 


BRANDON 

It was a tasl ho usually porformed 
very competently.- But on this patic+ 
wlar morning, his touch was, porheps, 
a triflc too delicate.,.bocause one 
of the subjects for our dinner table 
suddenly rebelled. Like Lazarus, he 
rose from the - 


During this, THE CAMERA HAS MOVED SLOWLY over to 
Phillip, alonc, Sudéenly he bursts out: 


PHILLIP 
(turning to Brandon) 
That's a lie! 2 


THE CAMERA WHIPS BACK at Phillip's outburst. 


BRANDON 
Philliplves. 


PHILLIP. ‘ 
There isn't a word of truth in the 
whole story. I-never strangled a 
ehicken in my lifel 


During. the following, THE CAMDR. HS MOVED UP to 
a Closcup ef Rupert at the piano. ~ 


BRANDON 


(o.s.. +=. gotting angry) 
Now look here, Phillip. ‘Just 


because = 
PHILLIP !. 
(o.8.) - - 
I never strangled a chiclon and 
you know iti 


At this, Janct isughs out loud. Rupert watches 
Phillip and Brandon intently. ; 


IAUET (o,8.)- * 
Forgivo me, But it ost scemed 
very funny; you two being se 

intensc ebout an old dead chicken. 


SE a ee Te Ne a ee ee PT RO PT oe 
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BRANDON 
{in control again) F 
Sorry, We were ridiculous: and very 
rude. I apolégize for both of us ~ 
and the story. 


RUPERT: 
(mock disappointment) 
Is it all over? 
(moves to drink table) 


BRANDON 
(smiling) 
Itm afraid so, Rupert. 


RUPERT 
What a pity. In another moment, you 
might have been strangling each other... 
instcad of ea chicken, 


MRS. LIVISTER 
Mr. Cadell, really! 


RUPERT 
(smiling) 
Well, a man's honor was at stake. And 
personally, I think a chicken is as 
good a reason for murder as a blonde, 
a mattress full of dollar bills or any’ 
of the customary unimaginative meesouss 


JANET ie 
Now you don't really approve of murder, 
Rupert - if I may. 


RUPERT 
You may - and I do, Think of the prob- 
lems it can solve: uncmployment, pove ~ 
erty, standing in line for theatre 
tickctse.. . 


MRS. ATWATER 
I must say Itvo had a peorfoctly dreadful 
time getting tickets for that new musical - 
what is it? - oh, you know... 


RUPERT 
Tho - er Something with What's Her 
Name, Well, my dear Urs. Atwater, care- 
ful application of the trigger finger and 
a pair of scats in the first row is yours 
for the shooting. nd have you had any 
difficulty gotting in our volvet-rope 
restaurants? 


: MRS. ATWATER 
Frightful} 


RUPERT 
& simple problem. A flick of the ynife, 
medame, and if you'll step this way + 
no, step over the headweiter's bocy - 
thank you, and hercts your table, 


| JANET 
* (laughing) 
Ruport, youtre the end? 


KERNLTH 
Thero's a hotel clerk I could cheer~ 
fully flick a imife at, 


RUPERT 
Sorry. Knives may not be used on hotel 
employcos, They arc in the Death By Slow 
Torture eategory along with bird lovers, 
small children and tap dancors, Landlords, 
of course, are quite anothcr mattor,. Secking 
an apartment? Call on our fiiss Seshweight 
in the Blunt Instrument Department, 


WARS, ATIATER 
“het a divinc idcal If it suits your 
purposc, morcly - 
(suddenly horrified) 
But then we should all be murdering each 
other} 


RUPERT 
Oh ro! After all, mirder is, or should - 
be, sn art, Not one of the Sevon Lively, 
perhaps, but an art neverthcloss, fnd as 
such, the privilege of committing it 
should be reservod for the few who are 
really supcrior individuals, 


BRANDON 
and tho victims - infcrior béings whose 
lives are unimportant anyway. 


RUPERT 
Obviously, Mind you, I dentt hold with 
extromists who bcliive there should bo 
open scason for murder all yoar round, 
Ne, I porsonally prefer having...oh, 
Cute.+Throat Wock or Stranguiation Day 
or « 


BUTLEY 
(setting up with a smile) 
It's probably a symptom of approaching 
sonility, but I must confcss I really 
don't appreciate this morbid humor, 


: RUPERT 
The humor was unintentional, 


Oy 
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KENTLEY 
But youtre not serious ebout those 
heories. 


BRANDON 
of course he is, 


KUNTLEY 
Youtre both pulling my leg, 


BRANDON 
No, Why do you think that? 


* KEWTLEY 
well, Brandon, the notion that murder 
is an art which e few suporior boings 
should be allowed to practices, 


RUPERT 
In scason, 


KENTLEY 
(smiling) 
Now I knew youfre not serious, 
RUPERT j 
But Iam} I'm a very scrious: follows 


(pause) 
KENTLEY 
(looks et him, then:) 
Then may I ask which of us is to decide 
another human boing is inferior? And is 
therefore a suitable victim for murder? 


RUPERT 
(hesitantly) . 
Welles. 


BRANDON 
The fow who are privileged to commit 
murcer, 


KENTLEY 
and just who might they be? 


BRANDON 
(a slight smilo) 
oh mysolf, Phillip, possibly Ruport + 


. E “RUPERT 
Sorry, Kenneth. Youtre out, 
KEN TLEY 


I'm ‘serious, gontlomen} ‘. 


- BRANDON 

So are we, Mr, Kontley, 

(Rupert moves to interrupt 

but Brandon gocs right on) 
The few arc those men of such in- 
telloctuel and cultural superiority 
that they are Above the traditional 
moral concepts, Good and ovil, 
right and wrong were invented for 
the ordinary everage men, the ine ~ 
forior man = because he necds thom, 


KENTLEY 
I gather you agrco with Noitzche 
and his theory of the Superman, 


. BRANDON 
I do. : 


XENTLEY 
So did Hitler} 


BRANDON : 
Hitler was a paranoic savage. His 
supcrmcn = all Fascist supcrinen + 
wore breinicss murderers, I'd hang 
any who arc lcft. Eut then you sec, 
I'd hang them first for boing stupid. 
I'd hang.all incompctents and fools 
anyway. There are far too many in 
the world, * 


: KENTLEY A 
Perhaps you’should hang me, Brendon; 
because I-am so stupid I cannot toll 
whethcr rou are all serious or not. 
In any casc, I would rather not 
hear any morc of your - forgive me «= 
contempt for humanity and for tho 
standards of a world I beliove is 
civilizod, 


BRANDON 
Civilizod} 
XENTLEY 
Yos. 
BRANDON : 


Porhaps what is callod civilization 
is hypocrisy} 


KENTLEY 


Porhaps, 


A rather 


There is 
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; BRANDON: : 2 
I'm sure, Rupert, fortunately - z 


‘ RUPERT: . 
Gentlemen, really, I = Lo 


BRANDON: 
(rushing on thru this) 
~ has the intelligence and the 
imagination to = 


KENTLEY: 
Please Brandon - I think we've had 
just about enough. 


long, awkward pauee, 


: RUPERT: 
Where are those books you set out 
for Mr. Kentley, Phillip? I'd like 
to eee them myself if I may. 


PHILLIP: 
Of course, they're ia the dining 
room. Mr. Kentley, wouldn't you like 
to ace the books now? 


BRANDON: 
(to Kentley) 
I apologize, sir. 
(with a emile) 
Again. I'm afraid I let myself 
get carried aways 


KENTLEY: 
That'e quite all right, my boy. 


another slight, awkward Pauses Kenneth 


lights Janet's oigarette. 


"Of course. | 


PHILLIP; 
(to Kentley) - 
I think it's a ef collection, 
Of firet editions, I MEANG 6 «4 


KENTLEY: 
I'd like to see theme. 
{as he and Phillip start 
toward dining room) .- 
May I use the telsphone first? 
(Phillip looks at him) 
I'd like to call my wife. She 
may have had some word from David. 


PHILLIP!S VOICE: 
(as they go out) , 
It?s this waye eee ee 
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ae oF 
Rupert has moved to follow them out. During the last 
of the above, he hae passed Brandon, giving him a 
quick look... : F 


RUPERT: 
Brandon. 

BRANDON: 
Yes? 

RUPERT: 


You were really pushing your point 
very hard. Not planning to do away 
with a few inferiors, by any ohance? 


PAUSE, Brandon then gives a slight laugh and says? 


; BRANDON: 
I'm a oreaturo of whim, Who knowe? 


As Rupert continues out, Brandon turns to Mrs. Atwater. - 


BRANDON: : 
Wouldn't you like to see the books, 
Mps, Atwater? 


MRS. ATWATER: 
{coming over) 
Oh indeed yes} You know, when I 
was a girl, I used to reed quite 


a bit. 
(exits) 


BRANDON: 

(etepping aside to allow her 

to. pass into the foyer) 
Oh, we all do etrange things in our 
childhoodsee 

(he follows her, then 

turne back) : 
Why don't you put on some recorde, ~ 
Kenne th? ; 


KENNETH: - 
Hnmh? 


. BRANDON: 
4& little atmoepheric music goes 
@ long way. ; 

(he ‘emiles and goes) 


THE CAMERA CLOSES IN on Janet and Kenneth, - 


JANETs 
{angrily) 
He'e such a sly little devil, 
ientt he? Bringing ue Baok 
Together Again... ° 
: {enaps on phonograph) 
With eaxophoneesss - 


t 
: 
} 
i 
A 
§ 


52. 


KONNETH . 
Dontt let it get you. Hets always 
doing sorcthning like this, 
(tho music starts) 


SANET 

Itm ete in the other room. 
KENNETH 

To soo the books? 
JANET 


No, To lct Brandon sce me, 


KENVETH 
Do you care whet he thinks? 


J2NET 
I lmow what he thinks] He thinks 
I throw you over because David has 
a bigger banks account,” 


4 XENULTH 
Then why go? 


JANET 
BecausOse. 
(stops a scoond, Her anger 
chantes to defiance) 
Bocausc I'm ombarrassed at boing 
hore with you. 


KENNETH 
(smiling) 
Oh, Janct# + 
JANET 


Nover thought I could be, aia you? 


* KENNETH 
Honestly, no» 


JANET aN 
well, I am and I don't like it ono bit. 
(starts to coor, then turns) 
I should think you'd have the deeoncy 
to be embarrassed yoursclf, 


. KENNETH 
Why? on 


INET 
You throw mo ovor, chum, remember? 
Hy, wouleén't friond Brandon love 
to imow that] 
(Kemnoth looks at her) 
What's the mattor? 
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KENNETH: i 
Nothinge Iwas just thinking. 


JANET: 
About what? 


KENNETH: 
Pemale vanity. 


JANET: 
Well...Itm also embarrassed 
decausbees 


She starts to collect the plates and then moves 
across to put them onthe chest, THE CAMERA GOING 


with her. 


KENNETH: 
Go on. 
JANET s 
Well...you and David used to be such 


good friends and you're not now and 
it's my fault. I'm such an Idiot Girl. 


: KENNETH: 
No, you're not. 


He helps her with the plates, 


JANET: 
Then Itm giving a good imitation of 
one 
* Gn exasperation) 
Why must I try and be so smrt with 
everyone but David? 


KENNETH: 


(surprised) 
Don't you kid with David? 


JANET: 
(hesitates, then quietly:) 


- I relax with David...thanks to you. 


I could...oh, where's David? 


KENNETH: 
To me?t 


JANET: 
Yes. That grim Sunday at Harvard, 
when...you called it quite...David 
took me for a walk. My chin was about 
an inch fromthe ground but I couldn't 
be the Gay Girl. I just relaxed and 
let everything pour out. The Real Real 
Me stuff. : 
(moves impatientiy) 
Did you hear that little pLrase? I 
hear myself. saying things like that and 


© 
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A slight pauss. Kenneth looks at her. 


KENNETH ; 
You kmow, I'm anything but perceptive 
JANET 
Why? 
, KENNETH 
Just take my word for it. 
(laughs) 


Brendon and his atmospheric music. 


Another pause. They are looking directly at each 


other. 


KENNETH 
You're in love with David, aren't you? 
JANET ; 
Yese 
B KENNETH 
I don't get it. 
JANET 
Get whet? 
KENNETH 


Brendon made,a crack when I got hereese 
well, he sort of implied that I'd have 
a better chance with you again because 
David would be out of the running. Hs.- 


a JANET 
Weitt Do you mean before I got here,. 
Brandon knew we had broken - 


KENNETH . 
He even knew ebout you and David. 


JANET 
Whet?!! Kenneth, he pretended to be 
completely ignorent about it when I 
told hime 


KENNETH 
Whet's going on here anyway? 


JANET : 
(striding to the door) — 
I don't know but I'm going to find 
out once and for alli. 


THE CAMERA SHOOTS OVER Kenneth's shoulder as she 
crosses the room.. She opens the door to the foyer. 


Janet calls out:. 


s JANET 
Brandoneee. 
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BRANDON'S VOICE: . 
: : Yes? : 
| C . JANET: | 
: May I see you for a moment? 


4 , BRANDON'S VOICE: 
Certainly. . 


JANET: 
(to Kenneth) | 
| : Why can't he keep his hands off people? 
(to Brandon, who appears 
‘ in the door 
i Exactly what are you up to, chum? 


BRANDON: 
Well, Itm up to getting you a coffse 
if you like. 


JANET: 
Let's dispense with the charm, 


As they talk, the CAMER. PICKS UP Rupert who 
y stands unobserved in the shadows in the foyer. 


JANET: 
It@ liks to know why you had the gall 
to tell Kenneth he wouldn't have to | 
worry very much longer about David and 
Mee 


BRANDON: 
I don't think that's precisely what I 
said, Kenneth. 


JANET? F 

It's what you implied and I want to 

know why} , 
BRANDON: 


Some women are quite charming whsn 
they're angry, Janet. Unfortunately, 
you're not. 


KENNETH: 
(angrily) 
Cut that out, Brandon, or TH2 - 


BRANDON: 
Well! Chivalry rears its ianiy head h 
” JANET: 
I don't believe David's coming! 


mS SE St See ee BRANDON: 
ae os (shrugs) 
orcas _ Wait ‘and see. 
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JANET: : ; 
I don't have to, Hefs never this late, - 
Heta never late at all, And if some- 
thing came up, he'd have phoned, I | 
think you deliberately arranged it ao 
| . he wouldn't come - | 


oa 


BRANDON: 
How clever of me. 


JANET: 
(raging on) : 
I should've known you couldn't. just 
give a party for Mr. Kentley. Nos 
yould have to add something that ap- 
pealed to your warped sense of humors 
Well, I hope you've enjoyed youraelf, 
. Brandon. I haven't. 
(very near tears, she runs out 
of the. room, Kenneth, with a look 
at Brandon, goea after her) 


Rupert, who is holding a dish of dessert in each 
hand, watches her run by and steps into the roome 


RUPERT: 
1, Something gone wrong, Brandon? 


BRANDON: 
No...danet just /hes a talent for being 
bothersome at times. .However.... 
(going to ‘door) 
I suppose I'd better try to pacify hers 
(almost out, he turns back 
What'd you mean: something gone wrong? 


KD 


_ RUPERT: : : 
You plan your parties ao well that it's. 
odd for anything to go wrong....» 
: (casually). ~ 
She seems’ to bo miaaing Davidg 


a ae BRANDON: 
Arentt we all? ; 
(he goea out) 


THE CAMERA MOVES IN ON Rupert who is looking after 
Brandon with a curious expression. This ia broken by: . 


oe MRS, WILSON'S VOICE: 
Two desaerts, Mr. Cadell? 


ase 


THE CAMERA MOVES IN to the two. Mrs. Wilaon has 
come in with her tray to cleer up. She does so during: 


RUPERT 
One for you and one for me, my love. 


MRS. WILSON 
Oh, Mr. Cet 


RUPERT 
Well, the others don't seem to be in 
the mood for ice creams 


MRS. WILSON 
No, Though they could all do with a 
little cooling off...My it's a peculiar 
party. Not that that aurprises me. 


‘Rupert has put down one of the desserts. He now 
turns on a lamp and eats the other. 


RUPERT 
Why not? 


MRS. WILSON 
I could've predicted it this marning.’ 
Both of them musttve got up out of the 
wrong aide of the beds They've been in 
a atate all day. 


RUPERT 
Mr. Brendon said he's always in a state 
when he gives a party. 


MRS. WILSON 

This is the firat time I've seen it. 
Usuelly he lets me prepere everything 
in my own way but. =" - 

(indiceting a plate ahe 

has picked up) 
Look at thia. The chicken’s hardly 
been touched. 


RUPERT 
(prodding her casually) 
What was so different today? 


MRS. WILSON 
What wasn't? Mr..Brandon waa in the 
maddest rush for me to clean up and gst 
the table set - oh, it looked so lovely! 
And then, whsn I was whisking out to do 


the shopping, he suddenly told me to take 


the whole afternoon for itt 

(Rupert gives her a look) 
The whole afternoon - after that mad 
rush in the morning! 
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RUPERT 
Did he say why? 


MRS. WILSON 
No. Just a whim, I suppose. But when 
I came back, he ond Mr, Phillip were 
going at it hammer and: tongs. 


RUPERT 
Oh? What about? 


MRS. WILSON 
{reprovingly) 
Mr. Cadell, even if I did know, do you 
think I'd tsll? : 


RUPERT 
(cheerfully) 
I hope so. 


: MRS. * WILSON 
Not me. I'm like the gravs. 


As a matter of fact, shs 1s at the grave now - 
clearing plates from ths chest on to her trays THE 
CAMERA IS SLOWLY wOVING around them, : 


MRS. WILSON 
Look st this mess! It just makes 
double the work. After I have this 
cleaned off, I'm just going to havs.to 
clear all those books off the dining 
room’table, bring them in here, and put’ 
them back in the chest - which is where 
they were in the first placel 


RUPERT 
Why did you serve from here anyway? 


As they talk, the CAMERA SLOWLY BEGINS TO PULL 
BACK FURTHER AND FURTHER. The chest and the two 
figures remain in focus, but the voices get fainter 
and fainter. We can see Mrs. Wilson gssturing every 
now and then toward the chest. The room is quite 
shadowy. THE CAMERA KEEPS BACKING UP until it reaches 
the doorway, and thsre, in the immediate foreground, 
half-profils to us, is Phillip. 


As ths CAMERA RETREATS, ws hsar: 


MRS. WILSON 

It wasn't my idea. I had everything 

loid out in the dining room. And it 
was just bsautiful. Of course, on this 
‘thing, thsre fsntt half the room. We 
“‘gouldn't sven think of putting the 
“flowers on it, though rather than these 
candlesticks, I would have - personally, 
mind yoursee 
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It is at this point that the CAMERA EACKES THE 
DOORVAY and we see Phillip. The voices are only an 
indistinct murmur now. Phillip triea desperately to 
hear. Finally, he strolls casuslly into the room, 
fighting to keep control of himself. As he walks over 
to Rupert and Mrs. Wilson, their voices come up again: 


_ RUPERT 
eeygethink you managed quite well. 


MRS, WILSON 
Managed, yes? But you saw how bunched 
up all the plaotea and silverware and - 


PHILLIP 

(to Rupert) 4 
Is she still harping on her table and 
how awkward it was to aerve from this? 
It's really mch more convenient, you 
know, because this way, people don't 
,yhave to go all the way into the dining 
room to get their food and then come 
all the way back here to eat it. 


MRS. WILSON 
(tartly) 
It seems to mo they've gone all the 
way in there now to have theip dessert 
‘and coffee.’ 


PHILLIP 
(rudely, as Rupert smilea) 
Mrs. Wilson, please serve the guests, 
don't lecture thems 


Angrily, he turns and walks to the piano CAMERA 
WITH HIM. Mrs. Wilson shoots him a. look, picks up 
her tray - which is loaded with plates - and says, 
sotto voos to Rupert: 


MRS. WILSON 
We did get up out of the wrong side of 
the bed, didn't we? 


She goes out. Rupert stands alone for a moment 
by the chest. He looka down at it, thinking, Sud- 
denly, the piono intrudes on hia thoughts. Phillip 
is playing the same gay, jigring tune he did when 
Rupert osme in. This puzzles Rupert. He looks st the 
ehest again, then turns and, CAMERA WITH HIM, goes 
over to the piano. 


RUPERT 
I'm in quite an embarrassing positions 


PHILLIP 
How do you mean? 


erately 


A pause. 
louder. 


He is trying hard for control. 
him, then at the little lamp on the piano. 
he switches it on. 
Phillipts faces 
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: RUPERT 
I seem to be the only one who'a having 
@ good time. — ; 


PHILLIP 
You and Mrs. Atwater. 
Rupert looka at 


Delib- 
The light shoots across 


RUPERT * 
What's going on, Phillip? 
PHILLIP 
Would you mind turning that off? 
RUPERT 
Oh, sorrys 
(switches it off) 
PHILLIP 


I don't like to play with a light in 
my syese 


RUPERT 
You know, Phillip, I get quite 
intrigued when people don't answer 
questions. And quite curloua. : 


Fer off, from the streets below, comes the aound 
of a police siren. 


It comes nearer and nearer during: 


PHILLIP 
Did you ask me a question? 


Z RUPERT : 
Yes, Phillip. I asked you'a question. 


Phillip hears the siren now and playa 


PHILLIP 
Well? What was it? 
RUPERT 
I asked you whet is going on here? 
PHILLIP 
A party. 
RUPERT 


But a rathor peculiar partys | 
(he heera the siren)... 
Whet's it 11 about, Phillip? : 
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PHILLIP: 
What's what all about? 
"crime and Punishment", 


want to know something, 
_ itl Otherwise - 


out with 


The siren has reachad its peak. It 1s right under 
the window. Phillip stops playing with a bang. 


RUPERT: | 
(lightly) . : 
Temper, temper. 
{Phillip movas ‘to get up) 
Dontt Btops 


PHILLIP: 
Itd like a drink. 


The CAMERA PANS OVER TO tha drink table with Rupert. 


RUPERT: 7 
Go on playing. I'll get one for yous 
Scotch? ‘ 


The siren is feding away again; Phillip is calmer. 


PHILLIP: 
No, brandy. 


RUPERT: 

(as Phillip plays again) 
Fond of that little tune, aren't you? 

(pouring the brandy) 
I wish I could come straight out with 
what I want to know, Phillip, Unfortun- 
ately, I don't. know any things I merely 
suspects 

(bringing the drink over) 
I said - 


PHILLIP: 
I heard you. 


Tha CAMERA. PANS BACK WITH Rupert to the piano. 


RUPERT: 
This all right? 


PHILLIP: - 
Thank ‘you. ! 
a (stops playing with his right 
hand to take a drink) 
it's fine. 


4 plays again) 


There is a carved metronoma on the plano, Rupert 
\piexs it up. 


: RUPERT: 
Do you use this? 
PHILLIP: 
Sometimes. 
RUPERT: 


I. thought only beginners did, TI 
will say it's quite a - 


PHILLIP: 
All right, Rupert. I'll ask you: 
What. do you suspect? 


Afsjss. 


+ 


bla. Z 


RUPERT: 
Oh, i've forgotten. But... 
where's David, Phillip? 


C : PHILLIP: 
- I don't know, Why? 
RUPERT: 
Brandon knows. 
“PHILLIP: 
Does he? 
RUPERT: 
Doesn't he? 
PHILLIP: 


Not that I know of. 


RUPERT: 
Oh come now. 


PHILLIP: 
I don't. Why don't you ask Brandon? 


RUPERT: 
I have, but he's too busy maneuvering 
the other two points of the triangle. 
What for, Phillip? Just what is Brandon 
4 trying to do with Janet and Kenneth? 
Of (Phillip laughs happily) 
: What are you laughing at? 


PHILLIP: 
‘ Nothing. 
RUPERT: 
Oh. Am Iso far off the track? 
PHILLIP: 
There's nothing going on at all, 
Rupert. sh 
. RUPERT: 


You're more than usually allergic 
to the truth tonight, Phillip. This 
ds the second time you haven't told it. 


PHILLIP: 
Thanks. When was the first? 


RUPERT: 
When you said you had never 
atrangled a chicken. 


5 
7 : PHILLIP: 
You're confused. Brandon dreamt that 
up...for the sake of a very unfunny 
joke. 


RUPERT: 
No, he didn't, Phillip. And 
if you'll think back very carefully, 
you'll realize I know he didn't, 
(idly, he sets the 
metronome ticking - 
at a tempo faster than 
Phillip's) 
About a year ago, I was up at the 
farm, remember? And one morning 
I eaw you display your handiwork. 
You were quite a good strangler, 
as I recall. : 


Or 


PHILLIP: 
Well, I - I just meant Brandon's 
story wasn't true. I didn't mean 
I hadn't killed any chickens. 


RUPERT: 
But that's what you eaid. 


PHILLIP: 
Well, I didn't think it was a 
suitable topic of conversation 
while we were eating. 


RUPERT: F 
4 (speeding up the metronome) 
O You could have said that, 


PHILLIP: 
(playing faster) 
Allright, I didn't! 


RUPERT: 
But we're not eating now, Phillip. 
Why did you lie to me? — : 


PHILLIP: 
Becauee I don't like to talkabout ~ 
(cuts himself off) : 


RUPERT: 
About what? About strangling chic - 


PHILLIP: 
(suddenly stops playing) 
I cantt play with that thing! 


&t that moment, lights in the room are suddenly 
switched on from the doorway. He whirls and what he 
sees coming into the room, makes him freeze with a 


4 frightened look on his face. Rupert looks at him 
Pik and turns. Mr. Kentley, followed by Brandon, ie 
Va & - coming into the room, Kentley ie carrying a small 


Pile of books tied together with the piece of rope. 


64. 
As THE CAMERA PULLS BACK QUICKLY to a close-up of 
the parcel, we hear the rapid ticking of the met- 
ronome and: 


KEVTLEY'S VOICE: 
Itts extremely generous of you, 
Brandon. I don't quite Imow - 


BRANDON: 
Please, You appreciate first editions 
far more than I, Mr. Kentley. 


Over the last, the CAMERA HAS MOVED IN AGAIN to catch 
Rupert and Phillip, The latter is staring at the 
rope. Rupert looks at the parcel and back at Phillip. 


‘ : RUPERT: 
What's wrong. 


: KENTLEY'S VOICE: 
It's very nice of you, Brandon. 
You and Phillip must come to 
dinner very soon. I'll get David 
to fix the day. 


During this, Phillip has grabbed the metronome and 
tales it, THE CAMERA is now back on Rupert and 
hillip. 


RUPERT: 
What's wrong now, Phillip? Don't 
you want Mr. Kentley to have the 
bocks? 


PHILLIP: 
(unnerved) 
No. I mean I don't care if he has 
them. I just - 


RUPERT: 
What? ° 


PHILLIP: 
I just think itts a clumsy way of 
tying them up, that's all. 


Rupert stares at him, then back. at the ‘books. Over 
this, we hear: - 


: MRS. ATPATER'S VOICE: 
You called Alice a little while 
ago, didn't you, Henry?. 


*_KENTLEY!S VOICE: 


Yess: 
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JANET!S VOICE: 7 | 
And no word from David, : 


No. Bs | 


é KENNETH'S VOICE: 
I don't think you really ought to worry, 
David's never had any trouble in taking 
care of himself, 


C KENTLEY'S VOICE: | 
O 


During this, THE CAMERA HAS PULLED BACK TO SHOW 
Phillip getting up from the piano and going quickly to the 
drink table. Brandon has seen this and casually excuses 
himself ana goes over to Phillip, As THE CAMERA MOVES IN 
ON them, we see thet Rupert has not missed this and is 
slowly strolling toward them. The conversation between 
Phillip and Brandon is.in muted, tight tones, 


BRANDON: 
Take it easy, Phillip. 
PHILLIP: 
% Rupert's on to something. 
, BRANDON: 


He isn't. Now let up. 


{ In the background, the voices of the others can be 
O heard distinctly. _ : 


PHILLIP: 
I've got to heve ea drink, Brandon, 
(starting to pour brandy) 


BRANDON: 
(holding his arm) 
Youtve had enough. You are not going 
to -. 


PHILLIP: 
(evenly; cold anger) 
Take your hand off my arm, 
(a second, then Brendon does) 
Don't ever again tell me what to do 
and what not to do, I don't like it, 
Brandon, and I'm not going to = 


Rupert appears at the edge of scens, . 
; BRANDON: 
Keep your voice down and have your 
rotten drink, | 


Ay The SCENE WIDENS as Rupert walks over, 
uy hohe tate aime al, whe 
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RUPERT: 
I hope I haven't upset Phillip. 


Cc ; BRANDON: 
More likely mixing his drinks. 


aN 
V/ 


RUPERTs 
(to Brandon) 
You seem rather upset yourself. 


BRANDON: 
Do I? : 


RUPERT: 
(firmly) 
‘Yes, There's something that's upset~ 
ting the two of you a great deal, 
Something that - 


He is interrupted by: 


MRS, WILSON'S VOICE: 
Excuse me, sir. 


THE CAMERA PULLS BACK so that we ses Mrs. Wilson, 
She is standing near the others, with her tray. — 


BRANDON: 
Yes? 


@ MRS. WILSON: 
There's a lady phoning for either 
Mr. Kentley or Mrs. Atwater, 
: MRS. ATWATER: 
It must be Alice. I!11 talk to hsr, 
Hsnry. 


KENTLEY: © 
All right. 


MRS. WILSON: 
Down the hall to your left, dear, 
In the first bedroom, = 


MRS. ATWATER: 
Thank you. : 


Shs goss out, Mrs. Wilson comes down to the chest > 
with her tray and sterts to clear. The top of the 

chest is now in the IMMEDIATE FOREGROUND. Over it, 

we can see the dining room and the swinging door 

to the kitchen. At the EXTREME RIGHT OF SCREEN is 

Rupert, his back tc CAMERA. 


During the following conversation, Mrs. Wilson clears 
everything off the chest (except the cloth and candls« 
sticks) on to hsr tray which she thsn carries into 

the kitchen. 
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: = , JANSTtS VOICE 
Mr. Kentley, do you supposo ‘Davia, 
could possibly be homo? : : 


G KENTLEY'S VOICL: 
- (worried) 
I don't know, Janet. I hope so, 


RUPERT'S VOICE: 
I hate to throw a damper, but if David 
were home, I should think he'd ba. 
calling...rather than Mrs, Kentley. 
Wouldn't you say so, Brandon? 


BRANDON'S VOICE: 
I wouldn't know, 


RUPERT'S VOICE: 
THe David I remember was very polite 
ee. &@&8 Well as very punctual, 


JANET'S VOICE: 
He hasn't changed. 


RUPERT'S VOICE: 
Of course, if ho isn't home, where 
could ha be? 


ue PHILLIPSS: VOICE: 
: : (very nervously) 
O Don't ask ma. I...don't knows 


BRANDON'S VOICE: 
He might be any number of places, 


: RUPERT'S VOICE: 
Such as? 


Yrs. Wilson is now soen coming out of the kitchem 
During the following, she picks up some books from the 
dining room table, brings them into tho living room and 
puts. them’ down on the floor by ‘the chest RIGHT IN FRONT 
OF CAMERA. 


BRANDON'S VOICE: 
The Harvard Club or the Bradley's 
ere having a party or - well, he 
might aven have gona down to Janot's8.» 


EUPERT'S VOICE: 
Why? : 


= BRANDON'S VOICE: 
ae Perhaps he dacided to pick her up 
EN ae after all. 


Cl 
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JANET'S VOICE: . 
I phoned my place after I spoke to 
Mrs. Kentley. 


; . KENTLEY'S VOICE: 
He hadn't been there. 


JANET'S VOICE: 
No. I left a message just in case 
Dutesce . 


RUPERT!S VOICE: 
we might have a better chance of 
finding wheres he is now if we knew 
where he was this afternoon, What 
do you think, Brandon? 


BRANDON'S VOICE: 
I haven't the least idea where he 
wes this afternoon, 


RUPERT'S VOICE: 
But don't you think it would help if 
we found out where he wae. 


BRANDON'S VOICE: 
I..++SUPpOse C0, 


Now Mrs, Wilson takes the tablecloth off the chest, 
picks up the candlesticks and carries them into the 
kitchen, The top of the chest is now bare and 
empty - directly in front of us. 


KENTLEY'S VOICE: 
I know David wae going to. the Club 
to play tennis this afternoon and’ 
I know he got there, 


RUPERT!S VOICE: 
Why? 
KENTLEY'S VOICE: 


Because someone phoned from there with 
@ message that David would meet us here, 


RUPERT'S VOICE: 
Do you know who gave the message? 


~KENTLEY'S VOICE: 
No. 


or RUPERTtS VOICE: 
Then obviously, David musttve run 
into someone at the club who changed 
his plans, You weren't thoro today 
by any chance, : 


‘ 


Kenneth? : 
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; KENNETH*S VOICE: 
No, I wish I had beene 


: RUPERT'S VOICE: 
I don't suppose you or Brendon were, 
Phillipe 


PHILLIP*S VOICE: 
Noe 


BRANDON'S VOICE: 


Hardly, We had our hands full, 
Getting ready for the party. 


RUPERT'S VOICE: 
Oh, was there a lot to be done this 
aftcrnoon? 


BRANDON'S VOICE: 
You know.... 


RUPERT'S VOICE: 
Yes. 


Mrs. Wilson now comes out of the kitchen, picks up 
some more books from the dining room table and comes back: 
into the living room to the chest. During this: : 


RUPERT'S VOICE: 
You didn't speak to Dsvid at all today? 


BRANDON'S VOICE: . 
No. Why do you ask? 


RUPERT'S VOICE: 
I thought he might've phoned. To say 
heta be lato or mmething. a 


BRANDON'S VOICE: 
. He didn't, Neither Phillip nor I have 


Pe ng spoken to David since the’ day we invited 


him ee the party, 


; wiyTLey's VOICE: 
That's odd. 


RUPERT'S VOICE: 
‘Wheat do you mean? 


a KENTLEY'S VOICE: 
_ Oh, I thought I heard Devid on the 
Re or with Phillip yesterday morning. 


4 RUPERT'S VOICE: 
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PHILLIP'S VOICE: 
Oh. -Yes. You did. I'd ~ forgotten, 


; BRANDON'S VOICE: 
C What were you talking to him about, 
= ; Phillip? Did he call about the party? 
i. : 


: PHILLIP'S VOICE: 
Yes. He...he wanted to make sure of 
the time...That was all. 


Mrs, Wilson is DIRECTLY IN FRONT OF CAMERA at the 
chest. Holding the books she has just brought in one 
hand, she leans down and tries to lift the lid of the 
chest with the other. Rupert, who has casually been 
moving back and forth during the scene, turns at this 
point and sees Mrs. Wilson's difficulty. 


RUPERT: . 
Let me give you a hand, Mrs, Wilson. 


MRS, WILSON: 
Oh, thank you, Mr. Csdell. 


Rupert now bends down and starts to lift the lid of | 

the chest with both hands. Just at that moment, hows: ; 
ever, Brendon steps into scene and with a seemingly 
casual but firm hand presses the lid, which Rupert 

a rsised an inch or two, back down again. As he 

oes SO: 3 


Ors 4 BRANDON: 
That's all right, Mrs. Wilson, 
You needn't bother to put the books 
back, Just leave them on the top 
here, 


MRS. WILSON; | 
(putting the books on top) 
All right, F 


As Brandon goes out of scene, she picks up the books 
she has earlier placed on the floor and puts them 
on top of the chest; too. Then she goes back to the 
dining room to get the rest of the books, 


During all this, Rupert. has remained exactly where 
he wast right by the chest. At Brandon's gesture, 
he looked sharply at him, then back at the chest; 
Now he stands, looking off screen, thinking. Slowly, 
his eyes come back to the chest and the realization 
of what may be in it hita him. 


In the doorway to the foyer, however, Mrs. Atwater 
€ « i now appears. The telephone conversation she has just 
i) 3 had has changed her to a serious, deeply worried 
7 woman. # . ae 
. ERS. ATWATER: 0.S. 
Henry...Alice ‘hasn't had a-word from 
David end she's frantic, 


‘Tle 
As sho comes into the room, THE CAMERA PULLS 
BACK to show her joining the othors. 


KSHTLEY. 
. I!d better talk to her. 


MRS. ATWATER 
She hung upe Sho bogan to cry so 
padly, SheseeHenry, I'm worried. 


KENTLEY 
What did sho say? 


MRS. ATWATER 
She's been calling evory place he 
might be, Not once but scveral 
times. And now...Honry, sho thinks 
he might have had an accidont and 
wants you to call the police. 


JANET: 
The police?? 


Phillip's reaction to the word is caught by THE 
CAMERA and Ruperte 


KENTLEY 

(upset) 
I doubt if that will be necessary, 
Anita. David's not. a child. I'm 
sure he's all right, ITeece 

(suddenly, he stops and scems 

to collapso; a pause, then:) 
Brandon, I think I'd botter go homes 
My wife needs me andessthis isn't like 
Davidy Hoss» 


BRANDON 

Of course, I understand, 
JANET 

May I go with you, Mr. Kontley? 
KENTLEY 


Thank you, Janet. I!td like you toe 
(starting out with Mrs, Atwater) 


BRANDON ; 
I'll get your things.. Oh ~ Mr.’ Kentloyy 
Your bookse. : 


KENTLEY. 


‘(taking them) 
Oh. Oh yos.. Thank yous: 


BRANDON 
(going to the foyor with 
Kentley and Mrs, ditwater) 
I. can't. tell you how sorry. I am.” 
Would you call mo as soon as you 
hoar from David? . 


72. 


The CAMERA GOES with thom out of tho room into 
the hallway. 


: KENTLEY 
Itll be glad to. 


MRS. ATWATER 
(as thoy go out) 
I'm sure the dear boy will turn 
up somehow, Honry. 


KENNETH 
(to Janet ~ who is 
about to follow) 
Tancteesee 


JaNet 
Yes? 


KENNETH 
Tais is hardly the time but...I'm ~ 
awfully glad wo talked before. 


JANET aoe 
So am I, And David will be, too. 


; KENNETH 
That makes mo feel good. Wollasee 
(holds out hand) 


. JANET : 3 
Konneths..why don't you come with us? 


KENNETH 
Oh, I- 
JANET 
Plceaso,. 
(a slight pause) 
KENNETH 
Thanks, 


Brandon comes back from tho foyer holding a coats 


ak BRANDON 
This yours, Janct? 


: JANET. 
(coldly) 
Yose Itil just carry it. 
Ashe starts out < thon stops in. 
the doorway and turns to Brandon) 
Oh = thanks,: — 
(sho goos) 


. 


KENNETH 
I'll get my hat. 


: BRANDON 
Oh? Going with Janet? 


KENNETH : 
_(embsrrsssed) _ 
Well..«yes. We're all going. 


BRANDON 
(e emile) 
What did I predict? 


Kenneth looks e+ him, then turne sharply and goes 
into the foyer. Brandon follows him, THE CAMERA, how- 
ever, PANS BACK into the room. Phillip walks to DRINK 
TABLE watching Rupert, who is still atanding by the 
chest. There is a strenge look on Rupert'a face, He is 
completely lost in thought. Almost unconscious of his 
movements, he turns snd alowly walke out of the room into 
the foyer. Over this, we hear: : 


BRANDON'S VOICE 
Good night, Mr. Kentley. I hopa 
Mrs, Kentley is better very soon, 


KENTLEY'S VOICE 
Thank you. 


BRANDON'S VOICE 
You will cell the moment you hear 
from Devid? 


KENTLEY'S VOICE . 
Yea, Say good night to Phillip for 
us, will yout 


There ie the aound of the hell door opening. The 


voicee get further off, . 


BRANDON'S VOICE 
Certainly. Mrs, Atweter, thank 
you so much for coming. 


MRS. ATWATER 
Thank you for letting me come. I'm 
sorry we have to leave. Good night. 


Rupert is now in the foyer. Through the open door, 
we oan aee Brandon bidding his gueste goodnight outside 
in the hall. Mre. Wileon is near the open closet and 
when she sees Rupert, she saye: 


; ERS, WILSON 
I'll get your hat, Mr. Cadell, 


14. 
She reachas into the closet. Over this, from the 


hall: 


BRANDON 
Good night. 


KENTLEY 
Thank you again for the books. 
(we see him carrying the parcel) 


Mrs. Wilson takes a hat from the closet and hands 
it to Rupart, Jt is tha aame type hat Kenneth, in the 
hall outaide, is waaring. 


RUPERT 
(abaently) 
Thank youe 


Still lost in thought, he puts the hat on. It is 
too emall for him, ao small it looke comical and Mrs, 
Wilson bursts into laughter. 


MRS, WILSON 
Oh, thet's not yourst 


But as she aeys thia, Rupert is taking off tha hat 
and tha CAMERA IS RUSHING INTO A CLOSEUP of Rupert and 
the hat. He looks at the inside of tha hat absently and 
then what he eeas producea a strong reaction. (Note: 
The hat might be tilted so that the audience, too, acee 
the initials: D.K.) Rupert shute hia eyes with a sick 
feeling of horror: thia is confirmation of hie eus- - 
picions, The CAKERA PULLS BACK as = . 


MRS. WILSON 
Here we are, 


She hsnds him his ow hst and takee back the one ehe 
has given him - David's. Ovar all this, we hear tha 
group in the hall eaying "Good night." As Rupert starte 
to leave, Brendon comee back into the foyer. 


BRANDON 
Oh, you going, too? 


RUPERT 
Yes, I must. Good night. 


BRANDON 
Good night. 


Ha holds the door open as Rupert walke out. 
Mrs, Wilson goas out into the dining room, Brandon 


closee the door but just before he does, we haer Rupert's 
voice from the hall. ~ 


RUPERT'S VOICE: 
Let’me carry the books for you, 
Mr. Kentley. 


For a moment aftcr he has closed the door, Brandon 
leans against it, a pleased smilc on his face. 
lighting a cigarette, he goes into the living room. 
CAMERA GOES in the room with him, ON HIS BACK. 


Phillip. is standing at the large window with a drink 


facing the chest, ~ 


BRANDON: 
(gaily mocking) 


"Thank you for a lovely evening." 


“Good night." "Good night." 
(bows mockingly) 

"It's been cherming." 
(laughs) 


uf 
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Then, 


Phillips, this party really deserves to 


go down in history. 


(Phillip moves impatiently) 
Oh come on] It's all ovor mad it 


couldn't have gone more beautifully! 


PHILLIP: 
Yes it could. Without Rupert. 


BRANDON: 


But he was brilliant} He helpod me say 
all the things I wanted to say to those 


idiots, He gave the party tho very 


touch i predicted. 
PHILLIP: 


(very tight now - and angry) 


The touch of what? Prying? Snooping? 


Or just plain pumping? Do you know 
how busy he was questioning me? 


BRANDON: 
About what? 
PHILLIP: 
(evasively) 


Wheat difference? You wore busy in 
there arranging thet other little 


"touch" of yours, 


BRANDON: 
What touch? 
: ‘PHILLIP: 
Tying up the books that waye 
. * BRANDON: - 


. Oh, I thought it was wondorfule 


Didn't you like it? - 


The 


PHILLIP 
No, Brandon, . I didn't like it one 
pit. Youtll ruin everything with 
your neat little touchest 


BRANDON 
Keap quiet! Mre. Wilson's atill here. 


Phillip shrugs and goes to the drink teble,. 


BRANDON 
Determined to get drunk, aren't you? 


PHILLIP 
(aweetly) 
T am drunk. 


BRANDON 
And as childish as you were before when 
you called me a liar, 


PHILLIP 
You had no business telling thet atory. 
BRANDON 
Why did you lie anyway? 
PHILLIP 
(furiously) 


I had to! Have you ever bothered 
for just one minute to understand how 
aomeone else might feel? 


BRANDON 
I'm not aentimental, if that!s what 
you mean, - 


PHILLIP 

No, that's not what I mean but it 
doesn't matter! Nothing matters ex- 
cept that Mr, Brandon liked the party. 
Mr. Erandon gave the perty. Mr. Brandon 
hada delightful evening. Well, I had 
a@ rotten evening. 

(he drinks) 


es BRANDON 
Keep drinking and you'll have a worse 
morning. 
PHILLIP 


At least if I have a hangover, ittll 
be all mine %t 


Brandon heare what ia behind this. He looka at 
Phillip who is really trying te control himself, Outside 
the large window, neon signa begin to blink. 


BRANDON 
: “(quietly - nicely) 
You know, Phillip, I'va been think- 
ing. We desarve™ & real holidey 
after it's all over, 
(contid) 
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a BRANDON: (Cont. ) 
; : Where would you like to go? Of course, 
Oo: I think we really should come back here 
‘ for a few days first. Otherwise, it 
-wight look a little..... 


PHILLIP: 
(sulting quietly) 
I've been praying Ita wake up and find 
we hadn't done it yet. 


BRANDON: : 
But why? 


PHILLIP: 
(a little boy now) 
I'm scared to death, Brandon. I think 
we're going to get caught. ~ 


BRANDON: 
(laughs) 
Therets not a chance. Oh, there was, 
I suppose, but not anymore. Why, 
we'ro prac = 
{there 1s a sound from 
. the hall. He stops) 
i Is that you, Mrs. Wilson? 


O He moves away towards the doorway, CAMERA BOING WITH 
: him. Mrs. Wilson is standing there, 


MRS WILSON: 
Yes, I'll need a key to get in to 
clea up in the morning...that is, if 
youtre still driving up to the farm 
tonight. 


BRANDON: 
Oh, we're driving up all right, 


He takes out his key ena gives it to her. 


MRS, WILSON: 
Thet's good, You don't look too well, 
oither of you. Thanks. 
(for tho key) 
Of course, I could do with a rest myself, 
but I want both of you to come back brow 
as berries, 


BRANDON: 
We will, - 


: . MRS. WILSON: 
Well, Itm off, Enjoy yourselves. 
Don't forget to write and,..mind your 
Pe and Qs. 


ae : 78. 
As she goes out Brsndon follows her. THE CAMERA 
GOES with him. He crosses to the hall telephone, As 


he dials we Bee Mrs. Wiison go out: through the front 
door. 


Q2 


PEILLIP'S VO1CE 
(sharply) 
Whofre you cslling? 


BRANDON 
Only the garage..,Hello? This 
is Mr. Brandon. Would you send 
my car around, Please?.,.¥es, 
right away...Thank you. 


He‘hsngs up and returns to the room, CANERA LEADING, 
He goes to the chest, takes the books off and puts them 
on the floor, Phillip watches him, frightened, When the 
chest is cleared, Brandon straightens up, takes a breath, 
then starts to open the lid. He stops. 


BRANDON 
We'd better draw the curtains. 


Phillip goes to the big window, Brandon to the side 
windows, But before either can reach. the curtsins , the: 
doorbell buzzes, They stop dead, 


‘ - PHILLIP 
OC (a petrified whiaper) 
Who's that?,... Brandon, who's.= 


BRANDON 
Probably the garsge man with my 
car keyse 


Despite his words, he goes quickly to the pile of 
books snd begins to put them bsck on the top of the 
ohest, As he doea thia, he says: 


BRANDON 
Anawer it, . 
3 PHILLIP 
There hasn't been time for him to 
get here, . 
BRANDON 


Then maybe Mrs, Wilson's forgotten 
something. Answer itl 


~ PHILLIP 
Brandon... couldn! t we pretend wetre 
not home? 
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BRANDON 
With all these lights on? Answar it, 
Phillipt 


The doorbell buzzas agein as Phillip goes into the 
hall. Brandon quickly puts more books beck on top of 
the chest es: 


PHILLIP'S VOICE: 
Who is it?.s.e.Ohes. 


He comes rushing back into the room. He has gone 
to pieces now, 


PHILLIP 
Brendon...Brandon, it's Rupert. 
; BRANDON: 
Whet? 
PHILLIP 


He wants to come up. He says he left 
his cigarette case here and he wants 
to come upt 


BRANDON 
Wall, let him come. 


PHILLIP 
But you know hats lying! He's caught 
oni He didn't leave any - 


BRANDON 
Shut up and get back to the phone. 


PHILLIP 
I won't, 

BRANDON 
Gat back to that phone t 

PHILLIP 
Brandon, I cen't, 

; BRANDON: 

Youtve got tot 

PHILLIP 


No. - He knows and I'm not going to - 
Brandon slams him across the face. 


BRANDON 
Now you shut upt.° 


Ha walks swiftly to the poyers The CAMERA FOLLOWS 
as far as the doorwey. From thare, we see Brendon. pick 
up the dengling house aac! 
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BRANDON: | 
Rupert? Come on upsecoh, of . 
course not. He's just a little | 
tight...No, we'll find it in no 
tinee. Right, 


He hangs up and walks swiftly back to the living room, 
Phillip ie sitting on one of the chairs in front of the 
piano, just barely rocking back and forth in. silent 
anguieh, Brandon goes to him, 


BRANDON: 
(harshly) 
Phillip..,.Phillip, listen to me, 
- Rupert is on his way up now and 
you have got to pull yourself 
Segre beet EET IMs did you hear 
me ae z 


Phillip eits dazed as though he has not heard, Brandon 
helps him and takes him to the drink table, saying: 


BRANDON: 
Come one Take another drink if 
you must. But get hold of your= 
self and keep your mouth shut, 
It'll be over in fivs minutes, 
I don't know how much, if any« 
thing, Rupert knows, But. I pros 
miee you he'll be out of here in 
five minutes.e,,one way or the 


other, . 
(Phillip etares 
- at him) : 
Phillip, for thoee five minutes, 
you must pull ‘yourself together, 


do you = 
PHILLIP: 
(shaking his head) 
Brandoneese 
BRANDON: 


(grabs his arm) 
Now look] I am not going to ba 
caught because of you « 
(@oorbell rings) 
= or anybody else] Wo one is 
“going to gst-in my way now] 


In sffect, Brandon, from hsre on, is a madman, Hs goes 


quickly out of the room into the foyer, CALIRA FOL? OWING. 
There, he turns left toward the bedrooms. TIE CALERA, 
howevsr, STAYS ON ‘the door to the hall, The doorbell 
reac again and we hear Brandon opening the bedroom door, - 
A slight. pause, then we hear Brandon?s footeteps returns ‘ 
ing; the doorbell rings again; the footstepe and Brandonts 


' 


Or 


ha 

* ° 

breathing, And then = a gun appears in the IMMEDIATE 
FOREGROUND. As Brandon's hands crack open the gun to 
check the bullets, the doorbell ringe again, Brandon 
begins to oome into ecene as he advances toward the door, 
putting the gun in hie pocket, THE CAMERA PANS FROM the 
gun to the living room doorway, Phillip stands thers 
staring down at the gun, We hear the door open, and over 
the following dialogue, the CAMERA PULLS BACKs 


RUPERT!S VOICE: 
Sorry to bother you, Brandong 


BRANDON'S VOICE: 
Itte no bother at all, Come in, 


Rupert enters, followed by Brandon, and casually drops 
hie hats . 


RUPERT s Fi 
I-knew you were leaving tonight 
and I didn't want to be left 
without my case, Hello, Phillip. 


PHILLIP: 

Hello, a 
RUPERT: 

I didntt mean to alarm you before, 
BRANDON: 


You didn't alarm him, He's just 
slightly anti-social tonights 


RUPERT: 
Oh, I thought perhape « 


BRANDON: 
(outting him off) 
Any idea where you left the case? 
(watchee Rupert 
carefully) 


: RUPERT: 

(cheerfully) io 
Nog None at all...Completely un= 
like me to forget it, isn't it? Tf 
euppose a psychoananlyst would say 
I didn't really forget it. I une 
consciously left it because I wanted 
to oome bachkseeBut why ehould I want 
to coms baok?- 

PHILLIP: 

Yess, Why? 3 “e 


7 BRANDON: 
For the pleasuro of our companys 
. Or another drink, 
oes RUPSRTs : 
. Thatts an idea, May I have ons — 
for the road? — + 


Ld 


N/ 


BRANDON: 
{moving to drink 
table) 
Of courses A short one? 


, RUPERT 
Nog Itd prefer a long onéeesif 
you don't mind, 


BRANDON: 
Not-at all, Phillip, will you 
fix Rupert a drink? 


Phillip hesitates, then turns to fix the highball, 
Rupert is now walking casually to the chest, 


: RUPERT? 
Now let's seey,.The last. I re= 
member having the case was when 
I was = heres 
(he 4s at the chest; 
Brandon watches sharply) 
I was about to open the chest 
for Mrs, Wilsonsay. 
(picks up two or three 
books; Brandon takes a 
etep to him) 
tee¥hen you came over, Brandon, 


During this, unseen by Brandon or Phillip, he has slipped 
his cigarette case from his pocket on to the chest. Now 
he turns away, puzzlods _ : 
“RUPERT: 
But then what? I think I ~ 


He turns back to the ohest and, surprise, sees the case» 


RUPURTs 
Why look}. 
(picks it up) 
Here it is, Right where I left 
itl Gentlemen, I beg your pare 
don, . Most humbly..,.liay I still 
have that drink anyway? 


BRANDON; 

of COUrSey | ae? i 
: RUPIRTs 

You really don't mind?. 
a BRANDON: 


Why should we?» 


i: cae RUPERT s 

Oh, you might besee . 
(smiles without 
finishing) 


eeethank yous 
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: BRANDON: 
What? 


.. RUPERT; 
Tirod, You're glire itts all right? 


PHILLIP: 
(bursting) 


He said you could have it} 


RUPERT3 


BRANDON: 

(going to drink 

table A 
Don't mind Phillip, I'm afraid he's 
had a few too many. . 

{takes the highball 

and bringe it to 

Rupert) 


RUPERT $ 
Why not? After all, it was a partye 
{eits ~ in the chair 
David eat in) 
It'e vory pleasant to eit here with- 
@ good drink and good oompany,. 


BRANDON: 
I'm glad, 
RUPERT: 
* Don't let me be in the waye. 
BRANDON: 
Of what? 
RUPSRTs 


I know you have thinge to do, 
(a slight paues) 


BRANDON: 


What do you mean? 


RUPERT 3: 
Packing laet minuto odds and endé,. 
You are driving up to Connecticut 
tonight, ‘aren't you?” 


“ _ BRANDON: F 
Yes, But we're all packed,. ” 
RUPERTs 


All Ppeadyee.éxcopt for.one guest 


‘who must bo gotton rid of.. 


{sete down hie glace): 
welt, I'll be offes's 

{takes out cigarette 

ease) 


:.geeRe soon as I finish ny drink,. 


eo 


~ 
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BRANDON: 
(going over with his 
lighter) 
There's no need to hurry, Rupert, 


As ho lights Rupert's cigarette, the bulging gun in his 
pocket is directly toward the CAIGRA, 


RUPERT: : 
Thanks, I would like te stay a 
bit. Perhaps even see you off. 
: (Brandon straightens 

: up) . ‘ 
I always hate to ge home aftor 
a party, Particularly if the 
evening has beon unusually sti- 
mulatingseeor strange, Like this 
evenings aS 

aes PHILLIP: 

What do you mean: etrange? 


RUPERT: 
Did I say strange, Brandon? 


BRANDON: 
You efton pick words that sound 
rather than meanings 


RUPERT: 
I don't really know what I moant, 
Unless I was thinking of David, 


" BRANDON: 
What was strange about David? 


RUPERT: : 
His not showing upe You dontt 
suppose anything did happen to 
him, do you? . 


: BRANDONs 
What could have? 


RUPERT 
Oh, he nighttve been run over or 
held up « 
i‘ ‘ BRANDON: 
In broad daylight? 


. RUPORT: . 

‘That's right, I'd forgotton, It 
musttye boon broad daylight when 
it happenod,- : ae 


: : ’ BRANDON s 
. When what happened?: 


On this, his hand goes into his gun pocket, Now Rupert 


notices, THE CAMERA MOVES IN SLOWLY as he raises his 
glass and drinks ‘ 
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RUPERT: 
Cc Whatevor did happon to Davide 
Nothing I SUPPOSGs 


is THS CAIGRA PULLS BACK. Brandon starts to relaxe At thie 
moment, Rupert, aware of tho gun and of Brandon's intent | 
has to mako up his mind whether or not to pursue the 
courso he has started on thus risk his life, He gets up 
and, turning his back to Brandon, stares thoughtfully | 
ahead, From Brandon's angle, it looks as though Rupert 
is staring down at the chest, 
RUPIRT: 
Still... where ie ho? 


BRANDON: 
(on guard again) 
What's your thoury? 


RUPSRT: 
Mine? I was considering Janotts 
for tho moment, 


BRANDONs - 
I didn't know she had onee 


’ RUPERT s : 
: Yes you do. I couldn't help overs 
te bearing beforo. I gather sho thinks 
< you kidnapped David,.sor did something 
O to prevent him from comings 


BRANDON: 
Itm not intorosted in Janet!s prattios 
But you always intorest me, Ruperts 
Do you think I kidnappod David? 


RUPERT: B 
It's the sort of mischief that would 
havo appealod to you at school, For 
the excitenont, Tho dangers 


BRANDON: 
It would be slightly mors difficult 
to pull offnow, though, don't you 


think? 
RUPERT: 
Oh, “youta find a Ways | 
“BRANDON: 2 


How? I meanese8upposo you were I, 
How would you = got David out of 
the way? 


y . Brandon looks “quizzically at Rupert, He is now trying 
Paes to tost how much Rupert really knows. 


oe ~* RUPERT 


ae Oh, you'ro much better at 
that sort of thing than I 
am, Brandons 


| - BRANDON: "- 

_ But what would you doe..if 

you woro I? ; 

RUPERT? 
Weallees 
vet {smilos and puts 
down his drink) 
eeeif I wanted to got rid | 
of David, first I'd,,¢,invite 
him for a drink, At tio club 
or sono quiot little bar, Or 
potter yot, I'd invite him 
herées..S0 no ons would see us 


together, 
BRANDON: 

: That's good, No witnossos» 
\. : Then what? 
O : RUPZRT: 
ee Well, lotts 800, David would 

ALPiveces 

THE CAMERA TURNS AND APPROACHES the door to the foyer, 

‘ ass 
% a RUPSRDIS VOICE: 


ra. take his hat in tho hall 
and bring him in hero, I'd 
offer him a drink and thon hsa'td 
robably sit down = 


THE CAMERA HAS NOVED back into ths room and turne to 
focus on David's chair ass 


pe eget BRANDON'S VOICE: 
~ ; ‘ Yase: 
: 3 pes 
RUPERT'S VOICE: 
y 4 6 Nows David was very strong as 
Ba : : T recall so ho'd probably have 
oe ese to bo knockod out,see0h, I knows 
: 2 : I'd havo Phillip play tho piano 
ys Gite aby 2 whilo I walkad aaa behind 
4 Bei ea ida, tho chair «= % 


THE CALIERA HAS MOVED to the side “of the chairs 
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‘ RUPERT'S VOICE: 
ee eand hit him on the head with 
eomething...Now his body Would 
fall forward to the floor, 


On this, the CAMERA PANS to the floor in front of the 
chair, 


BRANDON'S VOICE: 
Just knocked out? 


* RUPERT'S VOICE: 
Yes, Just knocked out, 


BRANDON'S VOICE: 
Where do you put him now? 


The CAMERA HOVES OVER and the edge of the chest comes 
into the picture, Rupert'te legs‘come into ecene and 
beyond him but 4n tho foroground, enough of Brandon 
to show his hand ‘going again into the gun pocket, 


, RUPERT: 
Well, Iee. . 


The CAMERA PANS UP to Rupert's face, He looke at the 
chest then shows he is aware of Brandon and the gun 
behind him. The CAMERA PULLS BACK ON: 


RUPERT: 
I think I'd get Phillip to help me 
carry him out of the room = 
{moving a bit toward door) 
~ dovm the back etairs and together, 
we'd put him in the car. 


The CAMERA MOVES BACK, Brandon comes forward, a 
momentary emile of relief on his face. 


BRANDON: 
_ Youtd be eeen, 
, RUPERT: 
Wheat? 
: BRANDON: 


"You eaid yourself if anything dia 
happen, it muet have happened in 
broad daylight. : 


RUPERT: 
I'd forgotten...That means I'd have 
to hide the body someplace until dark, 


Se cera ROE RENTS 
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BRANDON: 
Yes, You would, But where, Rupert? 


Rupert strolls toward the chest and stands with his 
back to it, 


RUPERT: 
Wellies 


He hesitates, There is a crash, They turn to see 
that Phillip has hurled his glass into the fireplace, 


HILLIP: 
Cat and mouse, cat and mouse, 


BRANDON: 
Phillip] 


Phillip goes to the drink table and starts to pour 
another drink, saying almost to himself as he goes: 


PHILLIP: 
only which is the cat and which is 
the mouse, 

BRANDON :. 


(going to him) 
Thet's enough of that, 


PHILLIP’ 
Mind your own business, 
*. BRANDON: 
That's enough, Phillip, 
PHILLIP: 

(sharply) 


I told you before: mind your-own business, 
Brandon hesitates, then turns to Rupert with a shrugs 


BRANDON: 

Well, it renlly isn't my business, 
I'm not his keeper,.,With him in 
this condition, though, there doesn't: 
seem to be much point in your staying, 
Rupert, That is ~ 

(pointedly) 
- unless you came back to find senething 
besides your cigarette case, 


RUPERT: : 
You mean, for example, to find whether - 
aoe really gotten rid of David? 


“BRANDON = 
yes. That's whet I msan, 


A slight pause. Rupsrt is conscious of Brandon's 
hand in the gun pocket, He hesitatss, then smiles, 
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RUPERT: 

You're as romantic as Janet, I don't 
think for one moment that you kidnappsd 
David, 

¥ (Brandon relaxes; the hand 

: comes out of his pocket) 
Oh, I admit Janet put the notion in my 
head,,,but I'd never have mentioned it 
eveif it weren't that you seemed to be 
carrying fear of discovery in your pocket, 


BRANDON: 
What? 
* RUPERT: 
That ie a gun, isn't it? 
5 BRANDON: 
eee 
: RUPERT: 


That teased my euspicions more than 
anything, To tell the truth, it 
really scares mea little, 


BRANDON: 

(laughs and takee out the gun) 
Oh, Itm'sorrye .I don't blame you, but 
eveHere, : 

(tossee gun on the piano) 
You can relax,..I have to take it up 
to the country. 

(moving to Phillip) 
Theretve been eeveral burglariee and 
poor mother's a bit on edge, 

(to Phillip) : 


Finished? 
PHILLIP: 
All right. 
(downe the laet of his drink) 
RUPERT: 


Odd the way one can pyramid simple facts 
into wild fantasies, isn't it? 


BRANDON: 
(taking Phillipte glase) 
We all do it, About finished, Rupert? 


‘ 


During the following, he returns Phillip'e glass to the 
drink table, stopping on the way to turn out a lamp, 
This is his way of eaying the evening and questioning 

_ are over, At the same tims, Rupert movée casually. to 
put himself between the gun and Brandon, Thie should 
face him so that hie baok fe to Phillip. 
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i RUPERT: 
Yes, I'll be running elong. 


“ But he makes no move, Instead, he casually feels the 


outside of right coat pocket and then puts his hand in, 
3 THE CAMERA IS NO‘) ANGLED TC CATCH the two 
side windows beyond him, Just before Rupert finishes 
the following, the neon sign outside those windows goes 
on, Huge letters blink alternately red, white and 
green, 


RUPERT: 
It's a lovely night, You'll be driving 
up. in good weather, 


As he talks, the OAMERA SLOYLY MOVES IN and Rupert's 
hand comes out holding the piece of rope. CAMERA HOLDS 
on rope as Rupert, talking, turns his body and toys 
with the rope, THE CAMERA PANS OFF the rope to Phillip 
who is staring down it, All this during: 


RUPERT: 
I almost wish I were going with you. 
It might be rather exciting, Driving 
at night always is, but driving with 
you and Phillip now might have an 
additional element of « 


PHILLIP: 
(almost a whisper) 
He's got ity : 
(Brandon turns, Then, a shout:) 
HE'S GOT IT? 


On this, he makes e dash for the gun, THE CAMERA WHIPS 
BAOK, Phillip grabs the gun and holds it at Rupert, 
Simultaneously: 


BRANDON: 
Phillip! 


PHILLIP: 
(half to himself) 
He knows he knows he Imows} 


“ Through this, Brandon starts to Phillip, saying: 


; BRANDON: : 
All right, Phillip, Easy, Ill 
take care of « 


; But Phillip swings, so that he is covering both of them . 
. with the gun, He is building to sheer hysteria now, 
: Brandon steps on: rls Raee: , 


’ 
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PHILLIP: 

{to Brandon) ; 
No you won't] I'd just as soon k111 
you as kill him, Sooner, 

(tightly) ey 
This is what you Wanted, isn't it? Somes 
body else to lmow,. Somebody else to see 
how brilliant you ares Just like in school, 
Well, I told you he'd find out? 

(beginning to rant hysterically) 
But you had to have him here and now wetre 
done fort Now he lmows} Now he « 


BRANDON s 


(over-lapping) 
Shut up SHUT UP] 


PHILLIP: 
Nol, You made me do it and I hate you I 
hate both of us and I don't care any= 


He has turned further toward Brandon on this; giving 
Rupert the opportunity to’step closer to himy Now 
Rupert lunges for the Gun. The movement etartlee 


Phillip 
the gun 
away so 
half on 
thinly,. 


into firing but Rupert closes in and wrenches: 
away from him. Doing so, he hurle Phillip: 
that Phillip falls half on the piano bench, 
the treble section of the keys which clatter 
. Ee buries his head in his arm, crying. 


£ BRANDON: 
Stupid, babbling drunk,’ 
(coming cléser) 
I'm eorry, Rupert, 


Rupert's hand has been grazed by the bullet, Now he 
takes out a handkerchief to sponge the blood, using 
this action to-lighten:the fact that he is pointing 
the gun 
- tracks,. 


directly at Brandon, Brandon stops in his 


RUPERT: 
Thatte all right,..When you really 
want to kill, you don't miss. Not 
at that range... 
(wipes his hand) 


a BRANDON : : 
Oh, of coures he didn't want to kill 
You... He didnitt know what he was doing 
e.eanymore than he lmew what he war 
Saying.~ 

(trying to edge cloeer). . 
He - I didnit want anyone to know this, * 
but - he's been becoming an alcoholic, 
Rupert, e dipsomani «° : 


O 
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RUPERT: 
(quietly, as he puts the 
handkerchief back) 
Please step over there, Brandon, 
{gestures with the gun) 


BRANDON: 
(hesitates, then moves) 
Phillip's drunk, Rupert. You don't take 
those nightmare ideas of his serious « 


RUPERT: 
(cutting him quietly) 
Brandon, Itm tired, Ina way, I'm 
frightened, too, But I don't want to 
fenoe anymore, 
{starts slowly toward chest) 


BRANDON : 
What are you going to do? 


RUPERT: 
I don't want to...but I'm going to look 
inside that chest. 


BRANDON: 
Are you crazy? 


RUPERT: 
I hope so, I honestly hope so, 
BRANDON: . 
Rupert, this has nothing to do with YOU, 
Dontt§ 
RUPERT: 
Itve got to, 
4 BRANDON: 
Rupert} 
RUPERT: 
: Itve got to look Anside that chest, 
BRANDON: 


{a’second, then:) 
Al right. GO AHEAD AND LOOK! 


A pause, Rupert is at the chest now, He pauses, then, 
still holding the gun, reaches down for the lid with 


his freé hand. 


BRANDON: 
{viclLously) : 
I hope you like what you seej 
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Rupert shoots a look at hii, then savagely throws 
back the lid of the chest, The pile of books on 
top slides to the floor with a thunderous crash. 
Rupert looks in the.chest. Silence, Then: 


RUPERT: 
(very low) 
NovessNOvee 


Quickly, he slams the 1id down and moves from the 
chest as though to.get away from the indecency. 


BRANDON: 
(the beginning of his plea) 
Ruperteecs 
RUPERT: 


(almost ‘to himself) if 
I couldn't really believe it was true. 


“BRANDON: 
Tipit, pl easel 


Rupert turns to him, pointing the gun. 


RUPERT: ? 
(harshly) oo . 
Please what? : 
BRANDON: 


Listen to me, Rupert, Please listen, - 
Please let me explain. 


RUPERT: 
Explain? Do you think you can explain 
that?? 
(indicating the chest)... 
BRANDON: 
(violently) 
Yes} To you I cant Because you'll 
understand} : 
RUPERT: 
(angrily), . 
Z'll understand?{ ‘hat makes - 
BRANDON: 


(over-riding Tevertahiy) 
Rupert. Rupert, remember the discussion 
we had before with Hr. Kentley? 


: RUPERT: © 
Yes, 
BRANDON: 
Remember we said the lives of intention: 
beings are unimportant? 


mina a et ee 
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BRANDON: 
Remember we said, wetvo always said, 
you and I, that moral concepts of good 
and evil and right and wrong don't hold 
for the intellectually superior? Rom- 
omber, Rupert? 


RUPERT: 
(weaker) 
Yes. I remember... 


BRANDON: 
(stuttering excitedly) 

» Well, that's all we've dono, Rupert. 
That's all Phillip and I havo done} 
He anc I have lived what you and I 
have talxed} TI knew you'd understand 
hocausc you have to, don't you sos? 
You havo to} i 


Rupert stares at him, thon slowly sits down. Thore is. 
a long pauso, , 


RUPERT: 

(quistly) 
You have thrown my own words in my 
face, Brandon. You wore right te. If. 
nothing olse, a man should stand by his 
words.,eBut you have thrown tho sound 
of reasoning at mo, not reason itscif, 
You have given my words a incaning I 
never droamod of, You have tricd to 
twist them into a cold, logical excuse 
for your ugly murder, 

(his voice rising) 
They never wers that, Brandon, and you 
can't mako them that. Thero must havs 
boon something doep in you, from the 
vory first, te let you do this thing. 
But there has always beon something 
deep in mo that could never let ms do 
iteeeor be a party to it now, 


BRANDON: 
(low : 
What do you moan? 


RUPERT: 

(gets up; with mounting anger 

until ho 1s almost in tears) 
I mean tonight you have made me ashamed 
ef every concept I have over had of 
supsrior or inforior beings} But I thank 
you for that shamej Because now I know 
the truth, and tho truth is that humanity 
gannot be divided into categorios to suit 
our own snds. Ws arc sach of us a human 


RUPERT: (Cont, ) 

being, Brandon, with tho right to live 
and work and think as individuals! Yes, 
but with an-obligation to the society 
wo livo ind By what right do you dare 
Say there is a superior few to which 
you belong? . By what right did you dare 
decide that that boy - 
: (indicating the chest) 
~ was inferior and could therefore be 
Killed? Did you think you wore God, 
Brandon? Is that what you thought 
when you choked tho life from him? 
Is that what you thought when you 
served food from his grave? 

(violently) 
I don't know what you thought you 
wero doing or what you are, but I 
do know what you've doneJ You've 
murdorod, Youtve strangled a follow 
human being who could live and laugh 
and love as you never could/ And nevor 
will now3 

(starts to window) 


BRANDON: 
What are you doing? 


RUPERT: ae 
It's not what I'm doing, Brandon. It's 
what socioty 1s going to do...What that 
will be, I dontt-know, But I can guoss 
and I can help...Youtro going to die, 
Brandon. Both of youl You're going to” 
die§ 


CAMERA GOES WITH HIM to the window, moving in to a CLOSE 
UP of the gun as Rupert raises it and fires threo shots 
into the air, THE CAMERA HOW BEGINS TO MOVE BACK TO 
INCLUDE all throe figures in the still room: Rupert at 
tho window, Brandon Watching him, and Phillip sitting 
tenscly at the piano, As THE CAMERA MOVES BACK, wo 
begin to hoar sounds from tho stroct below. First, a 
few excitod questioning voices, thon a police whistle, 
running feot, another polico whistle. As Phillip hears 
these sounds, his body slowly relaxcs, 


PHILLIP: 
(quictly} . 
Thoy'ro coming. es 


He begins to pick out tho samo tuno ho has always 
played with ono hand. A siren sounds, . 


PHILLIP: . 
: (to himself, really) 
It's all ovors,e.Iim glad, 


As tho siren comes-closor, he continues to piek out the 


- tune. But the voices, the whistles, the sirens, ail got 


louder and louder. ‘Tho world is boginning to know, 
- THE END - 


